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INTRODUCTION. 


In  response  to  the  numerous  and  urgent  calls  for  a  new  Sunday-school  Music  Book,  we  have  prepared 
Jewels  of  Praise  at  a  great  outlay  of  time  and  money,  and  submit  it  to  our  friends  of  the  Sunday-school 
fraternity,  hoping  that  they  will  find  in  it  all  they  desire  and  expect  at  this  time,  and  that  it  will  meet  with  the 
same  hearty  welcome  that  has  greeted  our  past  efforts  in  this  direction. 

Nothing  has  been  admitted  that  may  not  be  easily  mastered  by  the  average  school,  and  a  very  little,  if 
anything,  that  will  not  interest  and  fully  meet  the  requirements  of  schools  most  advanced  in  the  art  of  music. 

Great  care  has  been  exercised,  in  selecting  the  hymns,  to  have  only  thoroughly  good  words  set  to  chaste 
and  natural-flowing  melodies,  to  which  is  added  easy  but  attractive  and  absolutely  correct  harmonies  which 
tend  to  elevate  the  taste  and  lead  to  still  greater  advancement  in  the  music  of  the  Sunday-school. 

The  music,  as  a  rule,  should  be  taken  up  in  a  rather  quick,  sprightly  movement,  and  a  great  variety  may 
be  produced  by  having  the  hymn  sung  as  a  Solo,  Quartette,  or  Semi-Chorus,  when  it  has  a  Chorus,  all  joining 
in  the  Chorus.  We  would  prefer,  however,  to  have  the  hymns  well  sung  by  the  whole  school  rather  than 
indifferently  rendered  by  a  few  voices. 

A  very  pleasing  ending  may  be  produced  by  repeating  the  Chorus  after  the  last  verse  of  the  hymn  very 
softly,  or  after  each  verse,  whether  so  marked  or  not.  Full  harmony  is  given  to  nearly  every  piece,  which  serves 
as  an  instrumental  accompaniment  when  used  as  a  Solo  or  Duet.  A  tune  should  not  be  discarded  on  account 
of  its  being  marked  as  a  Solo  or  Duet ;  when  it  cannot  be  thus  used  have  it  sung  by  the  whole  school.  Special 
attention  has  been  given  to  selections  suitable  for  Sunday-school  Concerts  and  Anniversaries,  and  we  believe 
that  herein  will  be  found  an  abundant  supply  for  special  occasions  to  last  any  school  several  years. 

Jewels  of  Praise  is  respectfully  dedicated  to  all  interested  in  Sunday-school  music. 

THE     AUTHOR. 

SPECIAL  NOTICE— Nearly  every  piece  in  this  hook  is  copyright  property,  and  all  rights  to  print  or  reprint  its  contents,  or 
any  part  thereof,  are  reserved  exclusively  to  the  proprietor  of  the  same. 

tW  No  permission  to  print  the  hymns  for  any  purpose  can  be  given. 


JEWELS    OF     PRAISE 


Words  by  Birdie  Bell. 


Along  the  Path  of  Life. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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"  Pil  -  grim,  whither  jour-ney    y< 


A  -  long    the  path    of   life  ?     What's  the  goal  you  have  in    view    A- 
D.  s.  Heav  -  en- ward  my  footsteps  wend  A- 
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long    the    path  of    life  ? 
long    the    path  of    life  !' 
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"Farbe-yond   our  vis  -  ion,  friend,     Is     my     jour-ney's  bless-ed     end; 
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"  Pilgrim,  why  not  halt  and  rest 

Along  the  path  of  life  ? 
Quickly  on  your  way  you've  pressed 

Along  the  path  of  life." 
"Nay,  but  through  His  precious  grace 

Soon  I'll  end  this  earthly  race  ; 
I  have  no  abiding  place 

Along  the  path  of  life." 


"  Pilgrim,  why  look  you  so  glad 

Along  the  path  of  life?" 
11  Nearing  home,  should  I  be  sad 

Along  the  path  of  life  ? 
Where  yon  crystal  towers  shine 

I  shall  see  my  King  divine, 
And  eternal  bliss  be  mine 

Beyond  this  path  of  life." 
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We  are  Zion's  Cadets. 


Words  by  W.  E.  Penney. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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joy     and     our  pride  ;  We  are  train  -  ing 
man  -  u    -     el's  side,  With  the  sword  of 
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[Omit ]  sheathed  in  our  hand  ! 
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marching,  marching, 
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hap  -  py     land!  We    are    march  -  ing,        march  -  ing,  By 
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2  We  are  Zion's  cadets,  but  the  time  will  soon  come  3  When  the  good  fight  is  ended,  the  battle  is  won, 

When  cadets  we're  no  longer,  but  soldiers  so  true  ;  Then  the  King  in  His  beauty  will  crown  us  with  gold; 

We  will  fall  into  line  and  go  forth  ev'ry  one,  He  will  welcome  us  home, with  the  greeting,  "Well  done,' 

Irrto  camp  and  to  battle,  instead  of  review. — Cho.  "  Enter  ye  into  rest  "  and  its  pleasures  untold. — Clio. 
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Words  by  Rev.  J.  H.  Martin 


Room  for  the  Prodigal 


Music  by  T.  Frank  Allen. 
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3  Come  unto  Jesus  for  pardon  and  rest, 

Come  in  contrition  and  lean  on  His  breast  ; 
Burdened  with  guilt,  He  will  give  thee  release  ; 
Troubled  with  sorrow  He'll  fill  thee  with  peace. — Cho. 
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4  Loosed  from  the  bondage  of  Satan  and  sin, 
Run  in  the  race,  and  the  victory  win  ; 
Fight  unto  death,  then  thy  armor  lay  down, 
Enter  thy  rest  and  receive  a  bright  crown.— Cho. 

BY    ASA    HULL. 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
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The  Palace  of  the  King. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  When 'mid    the    mu  -  sic      of      the  spheres  I       en  -  ter     Ca-naan's   gate, 

2.  O,     fair     the    man-sions   of      the    blest,  The  sil  -  ver  stream  of        life, 

3.  O      fal  -  t'ring  tongue,  how  canst  thou  tell  The  rap  -  tured  ec  -  sta    -    sy, 
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And    all     the    joy     of 
The   gates  of     gems  and 
That  wraps  the  soul    in 
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heav'n  appears  Which  ransomed  ones  a  -  wait  ; 
glist'ning  pearls  ;  The  scenes  with  beauty  rife! 
wond'ring  spell  When  from  the  world  set  free  ? 
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And  when  I've  walked  the  golden  streets,  And  heard  the  angels 
But  these    are  but    the  ra-diant  glow,  And  from  God's  presence 
Ye    che  -  ru  -  bim  and  ser  -  a  -  phim,  Your  highest  prais-es 
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sing  ;     That  sight  most  grand  to  view  I'll  crave — The  pal-ace    of     the     King 
spring,  The  source  from  whence  heav'n's  beauties  flow — The  palace  of  the  King 
bring;     And  fill  with  chant  and  psalm  and  hymn  The  pal-ace    of     the     King 
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the  King, 
the  King, 
the     King. 
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The  Book  of  Books, 


Words  by  Asa  Hull. 


Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 
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i.  Bless-ed    Bi  -  ble,  book  divine  !  What  glo-ry  gilds  thy    page  ! 
2.  Bless-ed  book!  O  ho  -  ly  word!   For  our  in-struc-tion  giv'n! 


Out  of  darkness  thou  dost  shine,  A 
Light  and  life  its  truths  af-ford,  It 
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light  to  ev  -  ery      age  !         Book  of  in  -  spi  -  ra  -  tion,  Will  of  God  made  known  ;  Book  of  in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion, 
tells    of  home  and  heav'n  !  >*— 
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Bid-ding  all     to     come!   j  Book  of  books,  and  Chart  of  charts,  A  light  upon  the  way  ; 

(Guiding  youth  and  hoary  age  Up  [Omit ]       to  the  realms  of  day  ! 
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3  Blessed  message  from  above, 
Revealing  mercy's  plan  ! 
Telling  of  the  Father's  love 

To  lost,  rebellious  man  ! — Chorus. 
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4  Blessed  tidings  !  bear  them  on 
To  earth's  remotest  bound  ! 
Bid  the  gloom  of  night  be  gone, 
Repeat  the  joyful  sound  ! — Chorus. 


COPYRIGHT,   1884,   BY    ASA    HULL. 


8 


Words  by  Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 
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Robes  and  Crowns. 


Music  by  T.  Frank  Allen. 
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1.  Earth-ly    mon-archs   wear     a     crown,  And  are  robed  in      gor-geous  hue ;       But     a     bright-er     robe   and 

2.  Earth-ly  crowns,  tho'  lus  -  trous  now,  Soon  will  dim    and  pale     a  -  way  ;       But  the  crown  which  Je  -  sus 

3.  Earth-ly  robes,  tho'    pure   and  white,  Soon  are  soiled  and  stained  with  sin  ;     But  the  robes  which  Je  -  sus 
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crown. .     Is      re-served  in  heav'n  for  you. )  Crowns  of  gold, 

gives...   Nev-er,   nev-  er     can    de-cay.  > 

gives. .  .  Will  for    ev  -  er  -  more  be  clean. )  Crowns  of  gold, 
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pure  gold,        Robes  of  white,  pure 

pure  gold,  Robes  of  white. 
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white,  We  shall  wear     for  -     ev    -    er         there, In        yon  -  der     world    of         light.... 

pure  white,  We  shall  wear     for    *      ev  -  er      there, 
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Words  by  E.  R.  Latta. 


The  Christ  of  Nazareth. 


Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 
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1.  There  is      a     name  that  on      my    ear  More  sweet  than  mu-sic     lin  -  ger-  eth  ;   Ihe  name  of  Him  whom 

2.  That    precious  name  how  sweet  it  sounds,  As    I     pur-sue     life's  winding  path  ;  In  storm  or   calm  the 

3.  There  is      a     voice,  my  name  shall  speak,  As    I  shall  yield  my    lat  -  est  breath;  The  voice  that  gave  my 
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!^£ 


^S=* 


most    I     love,   The  bless-ed  Christ  of  Naz  -  a  -  reth  !       He     laid  His  robes    of       glo  -  ry     by,       To 

same  to     me —  The  bless-ed  Christ  of  Naz  -  a  -  reth  ! 

spir  -  it  peace — The  bless-ed  Christ  of  Naz  -  a  -  reth  ! 

£  £   £  £                        /is                     ££££££_ 


Tit 


apt* 


-# 0 0 0 — -1-* — 0 

\j  T      ~W   -9 


-4 m 0 #- 

*— f==* 


save  the  world  from  endless  death;  And  I  will  praise  Him  more  and  more — The  blessed  Christ  of  Nazareth  ! 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
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Shall  I  be  There? 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  When  the  harps  of    gold  are  ring  -  ing,  In     the   cit  -   y     of    our  King,       Where  the»  an  -  gels  praise  are 

2.  In       Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem  the  gold  -  en,    On    the  crys-tal   riv-  er's  shore,         Will      I      tell    the    sto  -  ry 
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bring  -  ing,  Shall    I  join  the  songs  they  sing  ?      Shall  I  be  there  ?  Shall  I  be  there  ?  Tell  me,  ye  seraphs  bright, 
old  -    en,  That    is  new  for  ev-  er  -  more  ? 
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Shall  I     be  there?       Yes,  I'll  be  there  !  Yes,  I'll  be  there!  Thro'  God's  abounding  grace  I    shall  be  there! 
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Where  the  garments  of  salvation 
Fold  the  fair,  angelic  forms, 

That  have  come  from  ev'ry  nation, 
Out  of  tribulation's  storms  ! — Chorus 
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4  Where  are  crowns  of  matchless  splendor, 
That  will  grace  the  victor's  brow, — 
Where  they  joyful  homage  render, 

And  with  rev'rent  love  they  bow. — Chorus, 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
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The  Standard  of  Jesus  wave, 
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Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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1.  Down  from  the  ramparts  of  glo-  ry  and  might  Ring- 

2.  Fight  'gainst  the  princes  of  darkness  and  night,  Pow 


the  war-cry    clear 
of  earth  and    sin  ; 
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CHORUS. 


come,  you  must  fight,  Take  then  the  sword  and  spear 
God  and  the  right      Glo  -  ry    and  vie  -  t'ry      win. 


Fight,  for  the  God  of       bat-  ties  fight 


True    be  your  arm,  and  brave! 
■*-     ■*-  '  V  -0-     -0- 


O  -  vcr  the  ar-my's  conquering  host,  Standard  of  Je  -  sus,  wave  ! 
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3  Fierce  though  the  heat  of  the  battle's  wild  glare, 
Loud  though  the  cannons  roar, 
Glimpses  of  crowns  and  of  palms  waving  there, 
Promise  a  rest  once  more. — Ckorus. 


u    P"l      r 

4  Then  when  the  night  ends  the  warfare  and  strife. 
Hear  the  Commander  call  : 
Soldier  and  victor,  thy  prize  endless  life, 
Enter  the  banquet  hall. — Chorus. 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 


Trust  in  God  and  do  Right. 
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Music  by  F.  A.  Atkins. 
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1.  From  the  earth  with  time's  probation,  To    the     cit  -  y  veiled  from  sight, Whatso-ev  -  er     be     thy     station, 

2.  O'er  thy  way  the  mists  may  gath-er,  But  they'll  flee  be-  fore  the  light ;  Nev-er   fal  -  ter,  but    the     rather 

3.  What  tho'  foes  with  frowning  fac-  es  Should  u  -  nite  to  cause  af-fright  ;  Vic-t'ry  ev  -  er    truth  em- braces, 

4.  Round  thee  twines  the  ev-er  -  last-ing  Arm  of  strength,  supremest  might ;  To  the  winds  thy  weakness  casting, 
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CHORUS.      . 
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Trust  in  God  and  do  the  right ! 

Trust  in  God  and  do  the  right  ! 

Trust  in  God  and  do  the  right ! 

Trust  in  God  and  do  the  right  ! 


Trust  in  God and 

Trust  in  God and 

Trust  in     God    and 


\j     y    w     v    •     v  v 

do  the    right! Yes,  trust  in 

do  the    right  ! And  H  e  will 

do  the    right,  and  do      the   right ! 


■tt^$ 
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Him tho' 

Yes,  trust  in  Him  tho' 


dark  the 
dark  the  night, 


Hit  0  1 

night  ! 

tho'  dark  the  night  ! 
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And  He 
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.  .  . .       thy  pathway  bright  ! 

will  make  thy  path-way  bright,  thy  pathway  bright  ! 
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Words  by  Mrs.  E.  W.  Chapman. 


Beautiful  City  of  Zion. 
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MusicbyJ.  H.  Tenney. 

A — V— N- 


V    V 


1.  Cit  -  y      of     Zi  -  on  !  wond'rous  and  fair,     Shin-ing  in  splen-dor    thy  pal  -  a  -  ces     are  ;         Like  un  -  to 

2.  Cit  -  y      of     Zi  -  on  !     glo  -  ri  -  ous, bright,  Glitt'ring  thy  tow'rs  in  the  heav-en  -  ly     light  ;       Garnished  with 

3.  Cit  -  y      of     Zi  -  on  !  home  of   the    blest  !    Oft  -  en     I    dream  of    thy  sweetness  and  rest ;         Oft-en  there 


Ik 1 


CHORUS. 
K S,—  is- 


P 


i=F=r=s^&m=t=2=tt=s— .-j-s=* 


glass  with  thy  sapphire  and  gold,     Half  of  thy  beau  -  ty    can  nev-er    be     told.      )      Beau-ti-ful  cit-y    of 
em  -  'raids  and  gems  from  the  mine  Flash  pearly  gates   of     the    cit  -  y     di  -  vine  !     > 
floats    on    the  still    ev-'ning    air.     Songs  from  the  lips  of     the    glo  -  ri  -  fied  there!    )       Beau-ti-ful   cit  -  y,  blest 


S  :  7    1  r^zt^S±L 

-I i h — • — • — #— H h- 


Ez: 
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-8--/-V-V— >- 


Repeat  />/>  ad  lib. 
# — 0 — # — #- 


Zi    -    on,  Glo-ri-ous, golden  and  fair  ; 

cit  -  y  of  Zi-on,  so  Glo  -  ri  -  ous,  gold-en  and   fair  ; 

-JLJL  JL    M-    JL    JL    A.    JL     JtTk 


Beau-ti-ful  cit-y    of     Zi    -    on,       O,  how  I  long  to  be    there! 
Beau-ti  -  ful   cit  -  y.  blest    cit-v  of  Zi-on, 
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A  Crown  of  Life. 


Words  by  Rev.  M.  L.  Hofford. 


Music  by  J.  H.  Rosecrans. 
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II.  II 

1.  A  crown  of  life    laid   up     a-bove,  A   crown  of  glo  -  ry  bright!     A  crown  whose  peerless  ra-di-ance  Out- 

2.  A  crown  of  life    for    one  of  earth,  O    Sav-iour,  can  it      be,         That  such  a  gift    of   sovereign  grace  Has 

3.  A     roy  -  al  crown,  not  to      a  -  dorn   A  -  lone  the  head  of  kings  !'    A  crown  that  thro'  e  -  ter-nal   life    Im- 

1  rs ■»-  -&- . ps      *.*..». 

_clJ_i »    .1~zrr:fe~v~r_g    1  # w    m     r 
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CHORUS. 
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shines 
been 
mor  ■ 


Ml1. 

the  beams  of  light.  )  A     crown  of      life  With  splendor  all     di  -  vine 

reserved  for   me  ?    > 
tal  hon  -  or  brings  !  )  A    crown  of  life    laid      up    a-bove, 


4==4 
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O     wond      -      'rous 
O       wondrous  depth  of 
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love, 

love      di  -  vir 


Hi 


A     crown  al  -  read-y 
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4  A  crown  of  life  with  many  stars, 

Dear  Saviour,  shall  it  be, 
That  1  may  win  a  cluster  bright 

By  turning  souls  to  Thee  ? — Chorus, 

5  A  crown  of  life  from  Jesus'  hand, 

Without  a  single  gem, 
Would  rob  it  of  its  highest  joy 

And  cause  a  blush  of  shame. — Chorus, 
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Thanksgiving 


Thanks 
Thanks 
Thanks 


1/       V 

be  to  God  !  to  whom  earth  owes  Sun-  shine  and  breeze 
for  His  own  thrice-blessed  Word  And  Sab-bath  rest ; 
,more  than  thanks, to  Him  ascend  Who    died  to      win 

I 


Thanks  for  the  hill  and  vale' 

Thanks  for  the  hope  of   glo  ■ 

Our  life,  and  ev  -  'ry    ire- 


s' re-pose, 
ry  stored 
phy  rend 


§S 


X. 
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Stream  -  let     and     seas 

In         man-sions  blest 

From  death  and     sin  : 

^2 # 


YA     A\A'*\ 
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The  snow-drop  and  the  sum-mer's  rose,  And  bus  -  y  hum-ming-bees. 
And  for  the  Spir-  it's  com  -  fort  poured  In  -  to  the  troubled  breast. 
Till  when  the  thanks  of  earth  shall  end,    The    thanks  of  heav'n  be  -  gin. 
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Thanks,  thanks,  thanks  be  to  God!  Thanks, thanks, thanks  be  to  God!  Thanks  be  to  God  the  Father,  Son, and  Holy  Ghost. 
Thanks . ._. . be     to  God  !         Thanks  „ be     to  God  ! 
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No  Room  for  the  Cross  in  Heaven. 


Words  by  Miss  P.  J.  Owens. 


Music  by  Harry  Sanders. 


It 


a 


3— M: 


t=Z 


'J    J    3    t 


ttt 


i 


:j=Cj: 


1 


£-fc- 


3 


» 


rf~?      # — »      #      »      * .  >  ^      *  •     •     &.     ^r^~  *      V    f      * 

II  ^  i  II 

i.  As  we  trav-  el      on  from  day  to    day,  On  the  road  to     mansions  shining,     Let  us  meet  the    ills     of  the 

2.  Hard  and  heav-y  may  its   bur-den    be,  But  its  weight  I'll  dread  no  longer  ;    Since  it    is      the  cross  that  was 

3.  Then  take  up  the  cross  with  a  firm  hand,  Take  the  cross  of  Christ's  ordaining  ;  Onward  press  to  bounds  of  the 


&—?- 


I     1     I     l^R^ 


v—n- 
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rug  -  ged  way,  With  a  true  heart  un  -  re  -  pin  -  ing. 
framed  for  me,  It  will  make  me  bold-er,  stronger, 
heav'n-ly    land,  Thou  wilt  feel  His  might  sus-  tain-  ing. 


m 


PeeMseS 


4 

And  when  we  have  done  our  work  at  last,  For  the 
My    Lord  will  its  heav-  i  -  ness  di  -  vide,  While  His 
The  feet  may  get  wea-  ry     in     the  way,  But     if 
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Mas-  ter  no  -  bly  striv-en, 
joy  and  strength  are  giv-en  ; 
faith  is    kept  un  -  riv  -  en, 
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The  crown  will  shine,  and  the  cross  be  past, — No  room  for  the  cross  in  heav'n. 

The  realms  of    glo  -  ry    are  vast  and  wide, — No  room  for  the  cross  in  heav'n. 

We'll  hear  the  gra-cious  Re  -  deem-er  say, — No  room  for  the  cross  in  heav'n. 
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No  Room  for  the  Cross.— concluded. 
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Repeat  pp  ad  lib. 
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No    room,  no    room.  No  room  for  the  cross  in  heav'n, 

for  the  cross,  for  the  cross,  no  room, 
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room  for  the  cross  in    heav'n. 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
Solo  or_Quartette. 

t 


TUTTI. 
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At  Jesus'  Feet.  _,  .  K  _  w 

Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
==-  Soli.     -=dl        >  ~Z^===~  Tutti. 


1.  Here    find  I       rest  and  peace, At  Je-sus'  feet; 

2.  May      I     my    ser  -  vice  lay,   At  Je-sus'  feet  ; 

3.  Then    in    my  home  a  -  bove,  At  Je-sus'  feet ; 

frfr.ft 


Here  all  earth's  troubles  cease,  At  Je-sus'  feet. 
Something  from  day  to  day,  At  Je-sus'  feet. 
Prais-ing  His     dy  -  ing  love,       At      Je-sus'     feet. 


]/     \  I     1 

Sor  -  rows  I      bid     a  -  dieu,  At  Je-sus'  feet ; 

Joy     of     all     joys  the  best,  At  Je-sus'  feet ; 

Therein    the  humblest  place, At  Je-sus'  feet; 


Ref  -  uge  most  tried  and  true,  At       Je-sus'  feet. 

I       am    su  -  preme-ly  blest,    At       Je-sus'  feet, 

Find     I     the    high  -  est  grace,  At       Je-sus'  feet. 


^ 
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Life's  Onward  March. 


Words  by  W.  E.  Penney. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 

I.J  i  J 


'J* 


i.    We  are  marching,  onward  marching  To  the  end  its  weal  or 
2.  Watch-fires  burning  on  the  hill-tops, — Fie-ry   pil-lars  in     the 

■£       ■#-       £       ■£       -g-      * 


woe  ; 
vale,- 


Keeping  step  to  time's  quick  music, 
Voi-ces    of     the  past  that  thun-der 


7      f 

With  the  might-y    host  we     go  !  }  "  Forward  march!  "  the  or-der  giv    -    en,     Nev-er     yet has  known  re- 
Words  of  warning    in      the   gale.  )                               the     or      -     der            given,  Nev- er                 yet  has  known         re- 


IT 


V     ^ 

call  ; Keeping  step ....   to  time's  quick  music,  On    we     go,  ....    both  great  and  small 

call,  has  known  recall  ;  Keeping   step  to   time's     quick  mu-sic,     On   we  go,  both  great      and      small,  both  great  and  small. 


3  Proud  and  mighty,  weak  and  weary,  4  Time  is  hast'ning  all  to  judgment, 

All  are  in  the  moving  train  ;  Who  shall  stand  in  that  great  day  ? 

Pressing  onward  to  that  country  If  true  soldiers  in  God's  army 

Whence  they  ne'er  return  again. — Chorus.  You  must  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray. — Chorus. 

COPYRIGHT,    1883,    BY    ASA    HULL. 


The  Old  New  Song. 

Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
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Music  by  G.  Fkoelich. 


We  sing  the  song  lor 
Har-  mo-nious  tones  fall 
To    climb  the  .^teep,  the 

0 0 0- 
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er     new    Of     Je  -  sus   and 
the  ear,  Come,  lit  -  tie  ones, 
ged  way,  His  arm  sup- ports 
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love  so  true  ; 
Je  -  sus  dear 
day    by     day  ; 


5^=S=, 


It     reach-es  clown  from 
The  Kingdom  of       the 
At  night-fall     as       we 


ges  past,  And  will 
Lord  is  yours,  His  ten - 
press    a  -  long,  He    giv  - 


endure  while  time  shall  last, 
der  love  your  care  in- sures. 
eth  to     our    lips      a     song. 


Come  join our 


song, . 


Come  join  our   song,    as    we     jour-ney    a-long ;      Come 
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ome  join  our  song,  as  we  journey  a-long,  A     glad    - 


m 


some,  happy  throng. 


:.n 


4  Then  sing  we  joyful  hymns  and  psalms, 
And  strew  the  path  with  victors'  palms  ; 
Hosannas  He  will  not  disdain, 
For  dear  to  Him  is  our  refrain. —  Chorus. 

COPYRIGHT, 


5  And  in  yon  city  fair  He  waits 
To  open  wide  the  jewelled  gates  ; 
And  heaven  itself  will  be  more  fair, 
When  children  praise  the  Saviour  there. 

1883,    BY    ASA    HULL. 


20 


Words  by  Fanny  Crosby. 
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Jesus  on  the  Sea. 


Music  by  W.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  O    I     love    to  think  of  Je-sus  on  the  dark  and  stormy  sea,When  it  broke  in  awful  grandeur  on  the  shore; 

2.  O    I     love    to  think  of  Jesus  in  the  midnight  on  the  sea, When  His  lonely  men  were  troubled  and  dismayed; 

3.  O  I  love  to  think  of  Jesus  when  the  ev'ning  shades  descend,When  the  stormy  winds  are  moaning  wild  and  free; 


•#-•■#--#-•*-;£  £   J* 
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How  He  spoke  and  all  was  still,How  the  waves  obeyed  His  will,  And  the  tempest  in  a  moment  ceased  to  roar. 
How  their  hearts  were  filled  with  fear,For  they  thought  a  spirit  near.But  He  said  to  them,"  Tis  I, be  not  afraid." 
When  the  dis-tant  surges  roar,  When  they  beat  upon  the  shore,  O    1     love    to  think  of  Je-sus  on     the     sea. 

-#-*-#--#-    -#-•#-  -gh     •#-••#-•#-     -     £s     fz    fl     £  *  fl  fl    "ft    4- 
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CHORUS. 


EH 


On    the    sea,  ^       "  on     the     sea,  '  0       1     love 

On      the  sea,  on      the  sea,    r7\ 
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to  think  of    Te  -  sus     on    the     sea  ; 
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Jesus 

fs      >    N     h     1        v      v 

■  J   .    />  4       ^       J fV-Kn 

on  the  Sea. — concluded. 
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He  whispered,  "Peace.be  still,  "And  the  waves  obeyed  His  will ;  O  I    love     to  think  of  Je-sus    on    the     sea. 
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Worthy  is  the  Lamb, 


From  "  Vestry  Chimes. 


I.     Worthy,  worthy    is  the  Lamb  !  Worthy, worthy  is  the  Lamb  !  Worthy, worthy  is  the  Lamb!  That  was  slain  1 
2. Sons  of  morning  sing  His  praise,  In  the  noblest  strains  you  raise,  Man's  redemption  claims  your  lays,  Praise  the  Lambl 

3.  See,  in  sad  Geth-sem  -  a  -  ne,    See,  on  trag-ic    Cal  -  va  -  ry,       Sin-ner,  see  His  love  to  thee,  Praise  the  Lamb! 

4.  Here  we  come  to  learn  His  will,  Love  Him. serve  Him, praise  Him  still, Till  we  all  on  Zion's  hill   See  the  Lamb  ! 
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CHORUS. 
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Repeat  Chorus  ad  lib. 
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Glo-ry,  hal  -  le    -     lu  -  jah  !  Praise  Him,  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah  ! 
hal-  le  -  hi  -  jah  ! 
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Glo-ry,  hal-le    -     lu  -  jah  !     To     the     Lamb  ! 
hal-le  -   lu   -    jah  ! 
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The  Book  of  Life. 


A  llegretto. 
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Music  by  J.  H.  Rosecrans. 


=3 ^-LZ£ 

-•■■♦* 


isa 


1.  This     lit  -  tie  book  I'd       ra  -  tlier  own  Than    all    the  gold     and   gems        That    e'er    in  mon -arch's 

2.  Here  He  who  died    on      Cal  -   va  -  ry,    Hath  made  that  prom-ise    blest ;      "Ye   heav  -  y  -  la  -  den 
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cof-fers  shone,  Than  all  their  di-a-dems.     Nay,  were  the  seas  one  chrys-o-lite,  The  earth  a  gold-en    ball, 
come  to  me,  And     I  will  give  you  rest.         A  bruis-ed  reed    I  will  not  break,  Nor  contrite  heart  despise 
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And  diamonds  all  the  stars   of  night, This  book  were  worth  them  all. 
My  burden's  light  and  all  who  take     My  yoke  shall  win  the  skies." 
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Yes,  yes,  this  little  book  is  worth 

All  else  to  mortals  giv'n ; — 
For  what  are  all  the  joys  of  earth, 

Compared  to  joys  of  heav'n  ? 
This  is  the  guide  our  Father  gave 

To  lead  to  realms  of  day  ; — 
A  star  whose  lustre  gilds  the  grave, 

"The  Light,  the  Life,  the  Way.' 


Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
-P*     N     I         ^      4 L 
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The  Ocean  of  God's  Love, 
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Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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1.  Like  a    riv  -  er  flow-  ing      Gen-tly   to    the     sea,  Flowers  sweetly  growing       On  its  ver-dant  lea  : 

2.  Up    a-mong  the  mountains, Near  the  vaulted  skies,   Streamlets  have  their  fountains,  Pure  and  clear  they  rise, 

3.  Still  the  riv-er    flow-eth  Tow'rd  the  o  cean  wide  ;         Nev-er    languor  knoweth,     Be    it    ebb  or     tide; 
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On-ward  to  that    o  -  cean,  Hast  ning  as    its    goal,  Blessing  by    its    mo-  tion,  Flow  thou  on,  my  soul. 

Tender, sweet, ca-ress-ing,   Thro' the  val-leys  roll;        Cheering,  soothing,  blessing,  Flow  thou  thus, my  soul. 
So,   my  soul, flow  ev  -  er,     From  thy  source  a-bove,      Tow'rd  this  sea  for- ev  -  er,       O    cean  of  God's  love. 
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F  low      on,   my  soul,.  .  .  . 
Flow  on,  my  soul,  for-ev-er  flow  on  :  Flow  on,  my  soul,  for-ev-er  flow  on 
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Flow  thou  on  for-ev-er  ;   Flow  thou  on, my  soul. 
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Now  is  the  Time. 
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Words  by  L.  E.  Russell. 
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Music  by  S.  J.  Vail. 
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i,   Now     is     the  time;  for  this  day's  set  -  ting  sun    May   be       the      sig  -  nal  that  thy 

2.  Now     is     the  time  ;  the  Spir-  it's  gen  -  tie  voice     Is      call  -  ing     thee  to    make  the 

3.  Now     is     the  time  ;  be  -  yond  the  nar  -  row  grave,  Re  -  pent-ance  there  will  have  no 
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choice 
save  ; 
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Je  -   sus    is     wait  -  ing      at      the  mer  -  cy  -  seat,    O     come  and     lay   your  bur-dens     at       His     feet. 
Kind  -  ly     per-  sua-  sive      is      the  lov  -  ing    call,  Which  of  -  fers    peace  and  par-don     un    -    to        all. 
O,     turn  from   sin,  and  heav'nward  set  your  face,  Ac  -  cept    sal  -    va  -  tion  as      the     gift       of     grace. 
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CHORUS.     Omit  the  Alto  when  used  as  a  male  trio. 


Alto. 
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Come,   O     come  !  the     Spir-  it     bids    you     come !     Come,    O     come  and     seek  your  heav'nly        home ! 
Male  Trio.    .  #  J_    1  -.   •     i.        A        ♦ 
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Now  is  the  Time. — concluded. 
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Je  -  sus    still    in  -  vites  you,  why  then  lon-ger  wait  ?  Has-ten,  for     to  -  raor  -  row  may  be      too      late  ! 
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Words  by  Rev.  M.  L.  Hofford. 


Songs  by  Night. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  He  giveth  songs  by    day;  And  when  departing  light  Has  shrouded  all  the  earth  in  gloom,  He  giveth  songs  by  night ; 

2.  He  giveth  songs  by  day,  He  giveth  songs  by  night ;  And  hearts  are  cheered  and  tears  are  changed  To  rivers  of  delight 

3.  He  giveth  songs  by  night  As  stars  upon  the  sky,  That  pierce  the  darkness  and  reveal  The  brighter  worlds  on  high 


2*f 


— t~0 — 0 — 0 — 0 


>: 


W 


i   i  i 


t=t 


'-0-r0 0 0- 


*— »- 


f=F 


Spg 


5 


-I — l — & 


-#— wz 


M 


f  3  *  ~     I  :  I 

How  ten-der  is  His  care,  How  wondrous  is  His  love,  Who  blesses  each  with  a  foretaste  Of  heav'nly  bliss  above. 
The  gloom  upon  the  earth,The  darkness  c»n  the  sky,  Are  (lis-  si-  pat-ed  by  the  light  Descending  from  on  high. 
So    shine  the  beams  of  love  In    sorrow's  darkest  night  To  those  who  lift  their  eyes  above  To  their  diviner  light. 
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Silent  Mercies. 


Wovds  by  W.  E.  Penney. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  Si  -  lent  -  ly        as     twi-light  shadows  Fall  when  daylight  fades  a  -  way  ;       So    the    mer  -  cies     of     our 

2.  Si  -  lent  -  ly,      but    oh  !  how  sweetly    Comes  the  Spirit,    full     of     grace  ;     Whisp'ring  joy  and  hope  and 

3.  Si  -  lent  -  ly        as    fall  -  ing  snowflakes,  Speed  the  white-winged  angels  down ;  Cheering  us     in    life's  great 
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Come  to  bless  us  day  by  day. 
,  Pointing  up  to  His  dear  face. 
Bringing  some  the  victor's  crown. 
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Si  -  lent  -  ly,     so      silently,  But  still  fraught  with  gracious  pow'r, 
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Come  the  blessings 
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ther  To  His  children  ev 
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Silently  as  comes  the  starlight, 
Softly  banishing  night's  gloom  ; 

So  the  love  of  our  dear  Father 

Lights  the  passage  to  the  tomb. — Cho. 

5- 
Silently,  oh  I  blessed  Spirit 

Come  and  dwell  in  every  heart  ; 
Till  we  reach  Thy  glorious  presence 

And  behold  Thee  as  Thou  art. — Cho, 


He  is  Precious! 
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Words  by  Birdie  Bell. 
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Soli. 


Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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1.  To     all  who  have  in  Christ  be-lieved,   He    is 

2.  He  taught  us  hap  -  py  songs  to    raise,     He   is 

3.  With  ex-  ul  -  ta-tion  we     de-clare,      He   is 


pre  -  cious  ; 
pre  -  cious  ; 
pre  -  cious  ; 


To  those  who  have  His  grace  received, 
Attuned  our  hearts  to  sing  His  praise, 
And  on  Him  cast  our    ev  -  erv  care, 
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pre  -  cious  ! 
pre  -  cious  ! 
pre  -  cious  ! 
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May  all  His  pre-cious-ness  proclaim,  And  glad-ly,  joy-ous-ly  ex-claim, 
Tho'  surging  waves  of  deep  dis-tress,  And  sor-rows  dark  up  -  on  us  press, 
And  at     the     last     on  heav'n's  bright  shore, Where  we  shall  see  Him  and  adore, 
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Glo-ry  and  hon-or  to  His  name,  He 
Yet  He  is  near  and  that  to  bless,  He 
Joy-ful-ly  sing  for    ev  -  er-more,     He 


pre-cious  ! 
pre-cious  ! 
pre-cious  ! 
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pre-cious  !  He 

pre-cious  !  He 

pre-cious  !  He 
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pre-cious ! 
pre-cious  ! 
pre-cious  ! 
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Heralds  of  Salvation. 


Words  by  Birdie  Bell. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  We     are     her-alds     of      a    great  and  free  sal  -  va  -  tion,  And  we're  on  our  jour-ney  to  the  promised  land  ; 

2.  From  earth's  mountains  and  her  valleys  come  all   11a-  tions,  They  are  hast'ning  to     o  -  bey  the  heav'nly  word  ; 

3.  Fast    ap-proach-ing  is     the  time  when  earth,  for-sak-ing  All  things  else,  shall  own  His  great  and  glorious  sway; 
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See  !  the  dawn-ing  light  proclaims  the  new  ere  -  a  -  tion  ;  Will  you  come  and  join  our 
Hail  the  Sav-iour  with  the  high-est  ac  -  cla  -  ma-tions,  Ev  -  'ry  knee  shall  bow  and 
And  with   joy  and  glad-ness  an  -  gel    an-thems  wak-ing,  Will  with  wel-come  hail  the 


lov-ing,  hap-py  band  ? 
own  Him  mighty  Lord, 
dawning  of    the  day. 
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CHORUS. 
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Will  you  come,  will  you  come,        Will  you  come  and  join  our  loving,  hap-py  band  ? 

Will  you  come,         will  you  come,        Will  you  come  and  journey  with  us  [Omit.  . . .] 
Will  you  come,  will  you  come,  come  and 
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to  the  promised  land  ? 
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Words  by  Mrs.  E.  W.  Chapman. 


Singing  all  the  Day. 


Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney 
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1  I      sine      of    Te-sus'  wondrous  love,  His  sweet,  His  gentle,lov-ing  sway  !       My  heart     is  melted  with  the 

2  My  soul   with  sin    was  all  de  -  filed,     His  blood  has  washed  the  stain  away,    And  now    He  owns  me  as  His 
3!  By  faith      I    see  the  gold-en  gate,      Swung  by  the  an-gels  far  a  -  way  ;        With  joy      I  hope    to  en  -  ter 
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song,  That  I'm  singing  all  the  day  ! 
child,  So  I'm  singing  all  the  day  ! 
there,  So  I|m  singing    all  the  day  ! 
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I  am  singing,  I  am  singing, 

all  the  day,  all  the  day 
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Light  is  shining  on  my  way, on  my 
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wav   all    the  day  ;    I    am  singing,  T    am  singing, 

all   the  day,  all   the  day, 


I  am  singing,   I    am  singing  all    the  day  ! 
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Words  by  Rev.  J.  H.  Martin. 
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Redemption's  Story 


Music  by  T    Frank  Allen. 
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1.  Shout  redemption's  joyful  sto  -  ry,  Sound  the  Saviour's  worthy  praise  ;  Give  Him  honor,  thanks  and  glo-ry, 

2.  Join,   ye  na-tions,  to     a  -  dore  Him,  All  on  earth  His  deeds  proclaim  ;  Ransomed  sinners,  fall  be-fore  Him, 
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Loud-est  hal  -  le-  lu  -  jahs  raise.     Shout  the  praise  of  Je-sus.Tell  the  wondrous  story,  Sing  the  blessed  Saviour's 
Laud  and  mag-ni-fy.     His  name. 
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Shout  the  praise  of  Je-sus,  Tell  the  wondrous  story,  Loudest  hal  -  le  -  lu 
S     \        \ 

-  jahs  raise. 
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3  Celebrate  His  death  and  passion, 
Glorify  His  boundless  grace  ; 
Praise  and  bless  His  great  compassion 
To  our  lost  and  guilty  race. — Chorus. 


4  O'er  the  powers  of  death  victorious, 
Jesus,  rising  from  the  grave, 
Lives  exalted,  throned  and  glorious, 
Mighty  to  redeem  and  save. — Chorus. 
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The  Call  for  Workers. 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
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Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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i.   While  summer  suns  are  rip  -  'ning  The  fields  of   pre-cious  grain,     The    Mas- ter  calls  for    work-ers,   O 
2.      His  helds  are  boundless  a  -  cres    That  va  -  ried  har-vests  hear ;     And  wheat,  and  fruit,  and  flowers,  They 
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shall    He    call      in    vain  ?    Then  haste,                     then  haste,                  Come  and  gath  -  er    the  fruit  and 
all      are  plant-  ed     there.                      Hear    the  call,                   hear    the  call, 
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grain  ;                      Then  haste,                     then  haste,                        Ere    the     har 
grain ;  Hear  the  call,                        hear    the  call,                        hear    the  call, 
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-  vest    days  shall  wane. 
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3  The  wheat  needs  earnest  watching, 
To  save  from  choking  weeds  ; 
And  loving,  faithful  lab'rers 

Are  what  the  Master  needs. —  Chorus. 


4  The  flowers,  too,  He  loveth, 

They're  precious  in  His  sight  ; 
And  all  need  tender  touches 
To  make  them  bloom  aright. — 
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The  Evergreen  Plain, 
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Words  and  Music  by  Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  Shall  we    meet    be-yond  the    riv  -  er,     In    the  land  where  an  -  gels  dwell,  There  to  reign  with  Christ  for- 

2.  Shall  we    meet  where  flow'rs  are  blooming  Ever    fade -less,   ev  -  er   fair?  Where  the  light     of  heav'n  il- 

3.  Shall  we    meet  our  lov'd  com-panions     On  that  fair  -  er,  brighter  shore  ?  When  this  life's  great  work  is 
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ev  -  er,     And  His     love    and  mer-cy    tell  ?   )  Shall  we  meet, 
lum-ing    Lives  of      those  who  en  -  ter  there  ?  > 
end-ed,    Shall  we    meet     to     part  no  more  ?  )  Shall  we  meet, 


shall  we  meet, 
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shall  we  meet, 
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friends  on  the  ev-er-green  plain  ?  We  shall  meet,  we  shall  meet,  Meet  and  nev-er  part     a  -  gain. 

We  shall  meet,  we  shall  meet, 
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Words  by  Mrs.  E.  C.  Ellsworth. 
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Work  for  the  Master. 
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Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 
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1.  Ev  -  er     let     thy  hand   be    bus  -  y,        Lay  the  threads  out  one  by   one  ;      Ev  -  er     ply  time's  ceaseless 

2.  JNev-er   heed  the     1  -  dlers  round  thee, Watchful  be     with    pa-  tient  eye  ;  Mark  thou  well  the     no-  ble 

3.  Hand  and  eye  must  work  to-geth  -  er,     Standing  'neath  a     light  di  -  vine  ;  Thou  shalt  brincr  a 
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shut  -  tie,      Till  life's  work  is      no  -  bly  done.     Work  then  for 
pat  -  tern,    And  thy    life- work  beau-ti  -    fy. 
ser  -  vice,    And  the  "  Well  done  "  shall  be  thine.  Work  ti 
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with    thee  day   by    day ;     Be  thou  faith 
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ful     to     thy  call  -  ing  ;  Work  a-way  !  yes,  work  a  -  way  ! 
Be     thou  faith-  ful 
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Words  by  E.  Rinehart, 


When  there's  Love  in  the  Heart. 


t> 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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i.   The  world  is  full      of  beauty,  When  the  heart  is  fill'd  with  love 

2.   'Tis  love  that  lifts  the  burden,  And  'tis  love  that  lights  the  way 

Love  cheers  the  sadder  moments  Of  our  pil-grim-age    be  -  low 
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And  clearer  skies  and  brighter  stars  Will 
She  sings  her  soft  -  est,  sweetest  notes  By 
And    by    its  wand    of     mag-ic  pow'r  Our 
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Duet,  or  Trio.     Alto  may  sing  small  notes,  omitting  the  Tenor  if  prefered. 
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greet  us  from  a 
night  as  well  as 
pathways  bright-  er 
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day. 

grow. 
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The    sun  sends  out      its      gold  -  en  beams  Much  brighter   in  its 

When  gloom-y    shad  -  ows   deep'ning  fall,     In  -  stead  of    sad  re 

And     pre-cious    is     the  thought,  that  when  Our     lat  -  est  sun's  de 
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dark-est  clouds  that 
s  up  and  sees    that 
threat'ning  cloud  shal 
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When  there's  Love  in  the  Heart.— concluded. 
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beau-ty,  When  the  heart  is  fill'd  with  love  ;    And  clearer  skies  and  brighter  stars  Will  greet  us  from  a  -  bove. 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
Maestoso. 


King  of  the  Land  of  Light. 


Music  by  G.  Froelich. 


i.   King  of    the  land  of  light  !  Cen  -  ter   of  love  and  might !  Cre  -  a-tion's  Lord  !       By  word  of  Thy  command 

2.  The  winds  are  but  Thy  voice, Thy  smiles  make  earth  rejoice,  And  laugh  in  glee  ;       We    in  the  lightning's  flash, 

3.  The  spring,  with  smile  and  tear,  Makes  bud  and  flow'r  appear  A  welcome  guest ;  The  summer's  fruit  and  leaves, 
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The  lulls  and  valleys  stand,  And    all  Thy  care  demand,  With  one  ac  -  cord. 
The  thunder's  sullen  crash,   The  water's  roar  and  dash, Thy  pow-er      see. 
The  autumn's  garner'd  shcaves,The  snow  of  winter's  breeze, Thy  care  attest 
m      m  +-    -ft-  ,  I  ^       \    M.   JL   M.    J2-     -£:-     &L- 


1— r 


9-^r 


II 


Ileav'n  is  Thy  brilliant  throne, 
There  is  Thy  splendor  shown 

Glorious  complete. 
Earth  is  Thy  footstool  low, 
But  here  Thy  praise  we  know, 
T'ward  us  Thy  mercies  flow, 

With  love  replete. 
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ords  by  James  Montgomery. 
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Songs  of  Praise. 


Music  by  E.  U.  Edel. 
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rang, 
born  : 
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Songs  of  praise  the     an  -  gels  sang,    Heaven  with  hal  -  le  -  lu  -    jahs 

Songs  of  praise  a  -    woke   the  morn,  When    the    Prince  of    Peace  was 

Saints  be  -  low,  with  heart   and  voice,    Still      in     songs    of     praise  re   -   joice 
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When  Je  -  ho  -  vah's 
Songs  of     praise    a- 
Learn  -  ing   here,    by 
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work  be  -  gun,  When  He  spake, and  it     was  done.Praise  Him, praise  Him, praise  His  holy  name!  He  to  save  us 
rose, when  He,  Cap  -  tive  led    cap  -  tiv  -  i  -    ty. 
faith   and  love,  Songs  of  praise  to    sing  a  -  bove. 
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Son   of  man  be-came  ;  Praise  Him,  with  all  the  bright  an-gel-ic  host,  Praise  Fa-ther,  Son, and  Holy  Ghost. 
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Hosanna. 
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Words  by  Maria*  Froei.ich. 


Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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i.   The    peo-ple     of     Je  -    ru    -  sa  -  lem  With  joy    went  out      one 

2.  Ho  -  san  -  na     be      to     Dav-id's    Son,   And  blessed  be  He     who 

3.  That  song  of    joy     in      lat   -  er   days     As    fer  -  vent  -  ly      we 
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day 
came, 
sing; 

To    meet    the  Prince  of 
The  Lord     of  Host's  an- 
Ho  -  san  -  nas  loud      at- 
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Beth  -  le  -  hem,   And   sing      a      joy  -  ous 
oint  -  ed    One,    The    bear  -  er     of       His 
test    our  praise,  Al- though  no  palms    we 
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name, 
bring. 
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Thus  sang 
No     ser  - 
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■  ing  palms  they  shout 
the    rav  -  ished  mul    - 
vice    e'er    shall     be 
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ti  -  tude,  Moved 
de  -  nied     To 
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strewed  up  -  on       the  ground,      For  Christ  to    walk     in 
by    His  might -y     deeds,     While  He    with  ten  -  der 
smoothe  the  King's  highway  ;    That    Je  -  sus    may     in 


-  na's   sound. 
their    needs, 
tri  -  umph  ride, Come  soon  mil  -  len  -  nial    day. 


tri-umpho'er   To   their    Ho -san 
love  im  -  bued   Relieved  them  of 
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Peace  and  Rest  at  Last. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  C.  L.  Shacklock. 
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Music  by  T.  Frank  Allen. 
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1.  Aft  -  er     the  soul's  deep  an -guish,  Aft-er    its  strife    is        past, 

2.  Sheltered  from  fire  and    tern  -  pest, Sheltered  by  God's  pure  love 

3.  They  who  have  fought  and  conquered,  Waging  a    war  with      sin, 
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Com-  eth  the    peace  God  giv  -  eth, 
Aft  -  er     the    con-fiict's  o    -    ver, 
Bound  for  the  heav'n-ly    cit  -      y, 
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Com-eth  His  rest  at 
Com-eth  a  rest  a 
Glad-  ly    will    en  -  ter 
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Rest  for  the  way-worn  and  wea-  ry,       Aft  -  er    life's  toil  and    strife 
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Rest  for  His  well-be 
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lov  -  ed,  Crowns  and  eter-  nal 


life. 
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4  Joyfully  work  for  Jesus, 

Cheerfully  onward  go  ; 
Never  deny  the  Master, 

Vanquishing  ev'ry  foe. — Chorus. 

5  Up  in  the  realms  of  glory, 

Seated  upon  His  throne, 
Jesus  awaits  His  loved  ones, 

And  will  receive  His  own. — Chorus. 


No  Time  to  be  Wasted. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  E.  C.  Ellsworth. 
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ist  time. 


Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 
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\  There's  much  we     can    do        if      we    work  with    a     will,     No  time     to        be    wast  -  ed        to  -  day  ; 
l'\        The  Mas-ter      is     read-   y       our     la-    bors   to    bless,  And  [Omit ] 
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No  time    to      be  wast-ed,    for     ma  -  ny    the  fields,  And  la-b'rers,  as 
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ev  -  er,  are  few  ;       A-  way     to  the  work  that  is    need-ing    a  hand,  So  much,  O    so  much  can  we  do  ! 
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2  So  much  we  can  do  in  the  sowing  of  seed- 


in 


Some  fields  are  yet  barren  and  waste  ; 
The  foe  will  be  busy  in  sowing  the  tares, 
Then  go  and  be  working  in  haste. — Chorus. 
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3  So  much  we  can  do  in  the  reaping  of  wheat — 
Some  fields  for  the  harvest  are  white  ; 
So  much  may  be  lost  when  the  harvest  is  past, 
If  left  to  the  mildew  and  blight. — Chorus. 
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Sing  to  the  Lord. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  Beirly. 


1.  Sing    to     the  Lord  in     joy  -  ful  prais-es  !  Mag-ni-fy  His  glorious  pow'r  in  song !     He     is        a  Prince  o'er 

2.  Sing   to     the  Lord  in     songs  of  gladness !  Joy  -  f  ul-ly     in  songs  of  praise  u  -  nite  !       Je  -  sus,  the  Lord  of 
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all       His     peo  -  pie,  Praise  and  glo  -  ry  un  -  to     Him    be  -   long  !  (    Joy-ful    strains thro'  heav-en 

life      and     glo  -    ry,  Reigns  su-preme  in  yon  -  der  world  of      light !  )  joy  -  ful  strains 
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rang When  of    Christ the  an  -  gels  sang  ! Join-ing    now to  spread  His 


thro'  heaven  rang, 
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When  of  Christ 


the  an-gels  sang  ! 


Joining  now 
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Sing  to  the  Lord. 


-CONCLUDED. 
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fame, Men  and    se  -  raphs  praise  His    name  ! Men  and  se-raphs  Praise  His  name  ! 

to  spread  His  fame,  praise  His  name  ! 
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The  Grand  Coronation, 


Music  by  Harry  Sanders. 
t 


1.  Crown  our  Je  -sus  !  children, crown  Him  Lord  of  lords, of  kings  the  King 

2.  Once  on    Cal  -  va  -  ry     sus-pend-ed,  Poured  He  out  His  life  for    you; 

3.  Once  wide  flew  the  heavenly  por-tals,  An-gels  welcomed  back  their  King 


Saints  a-dor-ing   bow   be  -  fore  Him  ; 
Finished  all  the    work  of  mer-cy, 
God  om-nip- o- tent  enthroned  Him, 


Let    the    chil-dren  praises  bring.  Crown  Him, children;  Crown  Him, children, Lord  of  lords  and  King  of  kings. 
That  was  giv  -  en    Him  to    do.     Bless- ed    mis-sion,  Bless-ed    mis-sion !  Work  of  love   He      came  to    do. 
Bids  us     all     our  trib  -ute  bring  ;  Bids  the  children,  Bids  the  children  Own  Him,  crown  Him  as  their  King. 
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The  Golden  Harvest. 


Words  by  Rev.  W.  T.  Dale. 


Music  by  T.  Frank  Allen. 
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1.  Go  forth,  ye    her  -  aids    of     the  cross,  Pre-pare    the    highway    of     the  Lord  ;  His  cause  must  nev-er 

2.  A  -    rise  with  morn-ing's  ear  -  ly  dawn  !  And  as    the    sun    as-cends  the     sky,  With  ceaseless  step  your 

3.  A      gold -en    har  -  vest   lies     in  view,  And  there's  a  -  bun-dant  work  for   all;  Be  -  hold  !  the  harvest- 
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CHORUS. 
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suffer  loss, Go  forth!  proclaim  His  gracious  Word! )  We  have  a  glo     - 
way  pursue,  Improve  the  moments  as  they  fly.   > 
ers  are  few,  O    who  will  answer  to  the    call  ?    )  We  have  a  work 


rious  work  to  do, Let  each  one 
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with the  dawn  be-gin  ;. .  . .       And  as  we     sow, ....  God  sends  the  dew,  At  last  the  sheaves  are  gathered  in. 

Let  each  one  with  the  dawn  begin  ;  And  as  we  sow,  God  sends  the  dew, 
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Jesus  came  to  Save. 


Words  by  Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 
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Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 
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1.  For  His  flock  our  lov  -  ing     Sav  -  iour  Suf-fer'd  in  Geth-  sem-  a  -  ne  ; 

2.  For  the  straying   sheep  He    wan-dered   O-  ver  mountain,  in  the    glen, 
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For  His  flock  He  shed  His 
To     re  -  store  the   wea-  ry 
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life  -  blood  On  the  cross  of     Cal  -  va 
lost    ones    To  His  ten  -  der  fold     a 
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For    the    flock  of     His  care,  For    the 

For  the   flock  of     His  care, 
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sheep  His  life  He    gave  ;       Left  the    Fa-ther's  throne  of     glo 


SP33^f 


XJ- 


£ 


I 

ry,   Came  the  lost  to     seek  and   save. 
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3  O'er  us  all  He  daily  watches, 

With  a  tender  shepherd's  care  ; 
Leads  us  by  the  peaceful  waters 

Into  pastures  green  and  fair. — Chorus. 
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4  For  us  all  He  hath  fair  mansions, 
Near  the  great  eternal  throne, 
Whither  by  and  by  He'll  gather 
All  His  loved  ones,  all  His  own- 


■Chorus. 
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Words  by  Wm.  Ross  Wallace. 
Moderato. 


The  Celestial  Harp, 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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Murmur  on, 
Murmur  on, 
Murmur  on, 
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murmur  on, 
murmur  on, 
murmur  on, 


O  thou  harp  of  the  blest,    In  the  glo  -  ri  -  fied  choir  on  this  dear  day  of    rest 
in  your  soft  blissful  tone    Wafting  mel-o-dies  sweet  to    the  heav-en-ly  throne; 
with  your  sanctified   lore,   Wreathing  harmonies  grand  o'er  that  beautiful  shore  ; 
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Murmur  on  till  we  sweep  thee  in  our   home    a-bove,  Where  the  an-gels  sing  ev  -  er      of        mer  -  cy  and  love. 
Where  He  waits  who  once  whispered  o'er  life's  troubled  sea, ' '  Suffer  dear  lit-tle  chil-dren    to        come  un-to     me." 
Murmur  on  till    we  greet  thee    as  we    join  the  hymn,  Singing  bliss  nev-er     fail-ing   where  stars  never     dim. 
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Murmur  on,        sweet  harp,      Murmur  on,        sweet  harp,     Murmur  on,       sweet  harp, O  thou  harp  of  the  blest 
Murmur  on, sweet  harp,  Murmur  on, sweet  harp,  Murmur  on, sweet  harp, 
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Words  by  Mrs.  A.  L.  Davison. 


Children's  Praise 


Music  by  J.  H.  Rosecrans. 


I  I 

1.  Come  sing  with  hap-py     voic  -  es      A  hymn  of  praise  to-day,  To  Him  who  trod     be  -  fore    us     The 

2.  For  Thou  didst  love  the    chil-dren,  And  from  the  o  -  pen  door  Of    heav  -  en  Thou  art    call  -  ing,  Art 

3.  "YYhcear-ly    seek  shall  find  Me,"  And  lo  !  we  seek  Thy  face  ;  Re-ceiveus,     O       dear  Saviour,  En- 
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d.  s.   To  Him  who  trod     be  -  fore    us     The 
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upward,  heav'nly  way. 

calling    ev  -  er  -  more.  [•  O     sing  with  happy     voic-es,       A    cho  -  rus  glad  and  sweet,  An     of  -  fer  -  ing  of 

fold  us  with  Thy  grace. 
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prais  -  es  bring  To    lay     at  Je  -  sus'  feet.    Come  sing  with  hap  -  py    voic  -  es,     A    hymn  of  praise  to-day, 
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Words  by  Mrs.  C.  L.  Shacklock. 


A  Present  Help. 
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Music  by  T.  Frank  Allen. 
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1.  In    the    dark-est    hour    of    sor-row,  nev-er,    nev-er  fear  ;     For  the    ten  -  der,  lov  -  ing  Sav-iour    will   be 

2.  Tho'  the  waves  should  overwhelm  thee,  He  will  hold  thy  hand  ;  Thou  shalt  reach  the  distant  haven,  reach  the 
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will    lead   thee,  safe  -  ly    lead  thee,  thro'  the  night  of  gloom,  To  the    land  of   light  and 
the  bless-  ed,    bless- ed  prom-ise,  thro'  all   good  and    ill,  Light  and  gladness, night  and 
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CHORUS. 
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promise,  far  be-yond  the  tomb.  )  Never  fear,  nev-er   fear,  In   the  darkest  hour  of  sorrow  never 

sadness,  He  is     with  thee  still.  )  Never  fear,  never  fear, 
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A  Present  Help.— concluded. 
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fear,  nev-er  fear  ;  Never  fear,  nev-er  fear,  For  the  tender,  loving  Saviour  will  be  ev  -  er  near. 

Nev-er  fear,  nev-er  fear.        ,  *      m      m  ^ 
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Words  by  Miss  P.  J.  Owens. 


Wholly  the  Lord's. 


Music  by  W.  J.  Kirkpatri 


^^^^g 


5E£ 


£t 


i.   Liv  -  ing   or     dy  -    ing,    Lord,     I     am    Thine;      Sing- ing   or     sigh  -  ing,    Thy  will    be       mine; 

2.  Liv  -  ing   or     dy  -    ing,     Keep    me  Thine  own  ;  Thy     life  im  -  part  -  ing,    Thy  will  make  known  ; 

3.  Thy    love  shall  meas-ure    Heart  throbs  of     mine  ,       My     soul  shall  treas-  ure     Thy  word    di  -  vine  ; 

4.  Can     we    ex  -  press     it?       No!    not     in      words!  Glad  -  ly     con  -  fess       it,     Whol  -  ly    the     Lord's! 
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What  fu  -  ture  days  shall  be  Thou  must  de-cide  for  me  ;    Liv  -  ing  or 

Sweet  is     Thy  la-  bor  blest,  Sweet  is  Thy  home  of  rest  ;  Liv  -  ing  or 

This     is     the  music  sweet  That  makes  my  life  complete  ;  Liv  -  ing  or 

Je  -  sus,  what  joy  'twill  be,  On  -   ly     to  live  for  Thee  ;  Liv  -  ing  or 


dy  -  ing,  Lord,     I     am  Thine, 

dy  -  ing,  Keep  me  Thine  own. 

dy  -  ing,  Lord,     I     am  Thine, 

ng,  Whol  -  ly    the  Lord's. 
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The  Tree  of  Life. 


Words  by  R.  Torrisy. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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There's  a       tree  that's  ev    -    er 
Where  the    stream  of  life       is 
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ing,     grow  -  ing,     Grow  -  ing    on    the  heav'nly       sho.re  ; 
ing,     flow    -  ing,      Flow   -  ing    on    for     ev  -  er  -    more  ! 

■*5L 


i 


m 


■9-4 


y        0       V      F      I  r 

D.  C.    Where   the    tree     of     life      is 
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grow  -     ing,     grow  -  ing,     Grow  -  ing    on    for     ev  -  er  -    more ! 
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0  how  bright,          O  how  bright,         O  how  bright the  flowers     grow! 

O  how  bright,                6  how  bright,               O  how  bright, 
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soft.  O  how    soft the  waters  flow 

O  how  soft,  O  how  soft 
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On   that  heav'nly  shore,  On  that  heav'n-ly    shore. 
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2  Its  bright  flow'rs  are  ever  flinging,  flinging, 
Flinging  perfume  on  the  air  ; 
While  angelic  harps  are  ringing,  ringing, 
Ringing  heav'nly  music  there  ! — Chorus. 
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3  And  its  leaves  are  for  the  healing,  healing, 
Healing  of  the  nations  all ; 
Send  the  glorious  tidings  pealing,  pealing, 
Pealing  like  the  trumpet's  call ! — Chorus. 


It  is  the  New  Song. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  E.  C. 

Ellsworth. 
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Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 
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1 
Of  those  who  sing  on     high, 
The  new,  new  song  we'll  try  ; 
That  sweet-est  sing    in      heav'n, 
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bear  the  strains  so  joy  -  ous  Re- 
in    the  heavenly  mansions  We'll 
sin-  ners  saved  by  Je  -  sus.Who 
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sounding  thro' the    sky!       O     it     is  the  new  song, The  new  and  joyous  song,  Of  Jesus  and  His  precious  love  ; 
sing     it     by     and  by  ! 
sing    of  grace  that's  giv'n. 

r  .  1 — 1- 1 — =-i 


F= 


2izz: 


?—>: 


0ZTM~0^Z0-0: 

- — • ^ — 


u 


p 


s= 


JVC  ! 


We    will  sing  our  songs  to-day,  And  we'll  walk  the  narrow  way,  Till  we    join  the  ransomed  choir  a  -  bove  ! 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelich, 


Going  out  to  Battle. 
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Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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1.  We    are     go  -  ing    out    to 

2.  Tho'  the    foe    be    great  in 

3.  In    the  heat  and  glare  ap 

4.  When  the  days   of   war    are 


bat  -  tie,  And  our  war  -  cry  is  a  song 
num  -  ber,  And  our  band  is  yet  un  -  tried 
pall  -  ing  Should  we  faint  we'll  call  for    aid 

end   -  ed,   Hear  the   or  -  der    from  a  -   bove 


And  tho'  can-nons  roar  and 
Still  we'll  nev-  er    rest    nor 
Help  will  come  and  keep  from 
Well  your  faith  ye  have  de- 
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rat  -  tie,  Songs  and  pray'rs  will  make  us  strong.  Shouting 
slum -ber,  Till  the   vie  -  t'ry's  on   our    side, 
fall  -  ing,  Fail  -  ing  cour-age  will    be    stayed, 
fend  -  ed,  Come  and  rest  ye     in     My  love. 
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Shouting 
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In     our    hand  the  Spir-it's  gleaming  sword, Charge  we  'gainst  the 
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fierce  and  raging  horde  ;  Shouting  glo-ry    as     we  go 


hal-le-  lu  -    jah  !  Shouting  glo-ry       to     the    Lord! 
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T.  J.  Potter.     Arr'd.  The  uOSpel     BcUHlCr*  (Second  Hymn.) 

i  Brightly  gleams  the  gospel  banner,  3  All  our  days,  O  Lord,  direct  us, 

Pointing  upward  to  the  sky  ;  In  the  way  that  we  should  go  ; 

Waving  pilgrims  ever  onward  Lead  us  on  to  certain  vict'ry 

To  their  blessed  home  on  high.  Over  ev 'ry  subtle  foe. 

Chorus.   Shouting  glory,  etc.  Chorus.    Shouting  glory,  etc. 


2  Marching  o'er  an  arid  desert 
Gladly  onward  day  by  day  ; 
And  with  hands  and  hearts  united 
Take  our  upward  heav'nly  way. 
Chorus.   Shouting  glory,  etc. 


4  When  the  toil  of  life  is  over, 

Cometh  then  our  rest  and  peace  ; 
Jesus  too  in  all  His  beauty — 

Songs  of  praise  that  ne'er  shall  cease. 
Chorus.   Shouting  glory,  etc. 
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A  Well  in  the  Desert. 


Words  by  Rev.  J.  H.  Martin. 


Music  by  T.  Frank  Allen. 
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1.  There's  a  well   in     the  des  -  ert  for  souls  that  are  sad, There's  a  fountain  whose  waters  can  make  the  heart  glad; 

2.  To    the  poor  thirst-y  one  'neath  a  parch'd  burning  sky,  Who  is  wear-y  and  faint,  al-  most  read-y       to  die, 

3.  To    the   sin  -  ner  that's  longing  for  com-fort  and  rest,  Who  is    sighing  for  peace  in  his  guilt-troubled  breast, 
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When  their  eyes  shall  be  o  -  pened  that  fountain    to  see,  How  de-  light-ed    and  joy-ous    the    pil-grim  will  be. 
How    in  -  spir- ing    the  sight  of    a      cool,  crystal  spring,  When  he  drinks  of  its  wa-ter    his  lips   glad -ly  sing. 
How  transport-ing    the  joy    that  his    bo  -  som  receives  When  he  comes  to  the  Saviour,  on    Je  -  sus  be-lieves. 
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CHORUS. 


Spring  up       in     the  des  -  ert,    O     fount-ain,  for  me  ;   Lord,  o  -  pen  mine  eyes  that  this  well     I    may   see  ; 
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A  Well  in  the  Desert. — concluded. 
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Per- mit    me     to  drink  that  my  spir  -  it    may  live,  Sweet  re-freshment  and  joy   to    my    faint-ing  soul  give. 
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Arranged  from  H.  L.  Hastings 
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Beyond. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  Beyond  life's  raging  fever,  Beyond  life's  troubled  dream.   Beyond  death's  surging  river, Beyond  that  sullen  stream; 

2.  Beyond  this  scene  of  trial,  Where  heart  and  flesh  shall  fail;  Beyond  the  dark'ning  shadows, Beyond  the  gloomy  vale; 

3.  Beyond  the  thought  of  grieving  A  kind  and  gracious  God;    Beyond  the  fear  of  sinning,  Beyond  the  chast'ning  rod; 

4.  Beyond  earth's  weary  burden,  The  cross,  the  scourge,  the  rod;  The  saint  shall  dwell  in  glory,  The  saint  shall  dwell  with  God. 
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The  saint  shall  dwell  in  glory,  In  beau-ty  fad-ing  not  ;      O  pilgrim, are  you  praying  That  this  may  be  your  lot  ? 
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The  Morning  is  not  Far  Away. 


Words  by  Mrs.  E.  C.  Ellsworth. 


Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 
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1.  Our  shortness  of    vis  -  ion  may  fail  to  perceive  The  brightness  of      in  -  com  -  ing    day 

2.  Our  ears  may  be    heav  -  y     and  fail  to    at  -  tend  To  sounds  of    a  -  wak'-ning  to  -  day 

3.  Our  hearts  maybe  drow-sy    and  fail  to     a  -  wake,  Our  hands  in  their  i  -  die  -  ness   stay 


But  shadows  up- 
But  na-  tions  a- 
But    all  who  are 
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lift-ing  give  promise  of   joy,    The  morning  is    not  far  a  -  way, . .  .    The  morning  is    not  far     a  -  way  ! 

stir  are  ex-pect-ing  the  light,  The  morning  is    not  far  a  -  way, . .  .    The  morning  is    not  far     a  -  way 

read-y  should  up  with  the  light,  The  morning  is    not  far  a  -  way,...    The  morning  is    not  far     a  -  way  ! 
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The  morning,  thebeau-ti-ful  morn-ing,  We  joy    ful-ly  welcome  each    ray  ;       Its  gleamings  are  beams  from  the 
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The  Morning  is  not  Far  Away.— concluded. 
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full-ness  of    light,  The  morn-ing    is     not    far      a-    way,    The     morn-ing     is     not     far     a 
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Our  Father's  at  the  Helm. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  Tho'  fierce  the  howling  winds  may  blow,  As  o'er  life's  rag  -  ing  sea   we    go  ;      And  heave  our  ves-  sel     to    and 

2.  Tho'  bil-lows  rise  like  mountains  high,  And  toss  us    up  -  ward  to  the    sky,  While  boist'rous  seas  quite  o'er  us 

3.  Tho'  down  we  plunge,deep  in  the  wave,  Are  threatened  with  a  wa  -  t'ry  grave;  It  cheers  our  hearts  that  God  can 
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Fa-ther's  at  the  helm,  Our  Father's  at 

Fa-ther's  at  the  helm,  Our  Father's  at 

Fa-ther's  at  the  helm,  Our  Father's  at 
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the  helm, 
the  helm, 
the  helm. 
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Should  tempests  rage  from  day  to  day, 
And  sweep  our  towering  masts  away, 
We'll  quiet  sit,  and  smiling  say, 
Our  Father's  at  the  helm. 


O,  blessed  consolation  given 
To  saints  while  o'er  life's  ocean  driven, 
To  guide  their  bark  and  bring  to  heaven, 
Their  Father's  at  the  helm. 
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What  shall  it  be  ? 


Words  by  Fanny  Crosby. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  There  is      a       ra     -     diant,  sun-ny  clime,  Where  those  who  lov'd  me     here 

2.  Sweet  thoughts  came  o'er  me    in      a    dream  Of     pure,  un  -  cloud  -  ed     skies, 
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ro  -  sy  banks,  Be- side    the    riv  -  er  clear;  And  if     I     well  have  borne  the  cross,  A  crown  will  there  be  giv'n  ; 
hand  bestows,  And  love  that  nev  -  er  dies;       I     seem'd  to  hear    a  still,  small  voice.Like  whispered  tones  at  ev'n, 
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Yet    oft      I      won 
And  paus'd  to  ask, 
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der  what  shall  be  My  spir  -  it-name  in  heav'n. 
O   what  shall  be  My  spir  -  it-name  in  heav'n. 
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I  know  there  is  a  better  land — 

By  faith  I  see  it  now  ; 
I  almost  reach  the  clust'ring  vines 

That  grace  the  mountain's  brow  ; 
A  robe  of  white,  a  harp  of  gold, 

To  me  will  there  be  giv'n  ; 
And  then,  O,  then  my  soul  shall  know 

Its  spirit-name  in  heav'n. 


Glory  to  God, 
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Words  and  Music  by   E.  U.  Edel. 
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1.  "Glo-ry     to  God  !    sang  the  angel-tlirong.  The  Saviour's  birth  re-veal  -  ing  ;    "Glo-ry     to  God  1"  it  shall 

2.  "  Glo  -  ry     to  God  !"  hear  the  glad  re-frain,  From  hearts  with  rapture  swelling;    Peace  on  the  earth  and  good- 

3.  "Glo-ry     to  God  I"  shall  our  anthem  he,  When  safe  from  all  tempta  -  Hon  ;     And    on  the  shore  of  %- 
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be  our  song,  While  Sabbath  bells  are  peal-  ing! 
will  to  men,  From  ev  -  'ry  cot  and  dwell-ing  ! 
ter  -  ni  -  ty,     Praise  Him  who  brought  salva  -tion  ! 


Tell-ing  un  -  to   all     the    sto  -  ry,     How  He  left  His 
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home  in     glo  -  ry  !— Praise  ye  the  Lord !   He  came  to  de  -  liv  -  er,  Love  Him  and  serve  Him  forev  -  er ! 
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Lead  me  to  the  Rock. 


i 


Words  by  R.  A.  Searles. 

Moderate     Mav  be  sung  as  a  Solo  or  Duet. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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When  mountains  of  doubt  hem  me  in  on  each  side, 
When  storms  of  deep  trouble  rage  fierce-ly  around  ; 
When  near-ing  the  shore  of  the  riv  -  er  of  death, 
What-ev  -  er     my  lot,     be      it     wear  -  i  -    ly    sad, 
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And  the  waves  of  af  -  flic  -  tion  roll    in      like    a   tide: 
When  forebodings  of    ill      in      my    spir  -  it      abound  ; 
And  .the  moments  fly  swiftly  with  each  labored  breath  ; 
Or    if     ac  -  tive  -  ly  bus  -  y,      or     joy  -  ous  -  ly  glad  ; 
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When  vain  -  ly      I  seek  some  new  path-way  to  try,       O,    lead  me 

When  hopes  of     a  life  -  time  are  blight-ed  and  die,      O,    lead  me 

When  los  -   ing  my  hold  of    each  dear  earth-ly  tie,       O,    lead  me 

In     each  joy  and  sor  -  row,  my  God,  be  Thou  nigh,  And  lead  me 


the  Rock  that  is 

the  Rock  that  is 

the  Rock  that  is 

the  Rock  that  is 


high  -  er  than  I. 
high  er  than  I. 
high  -  er  than  I. 
high  -  er  than  I. 
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CHORUS.     Not  too  fast. 
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O        lead    me     to       the  Rock,   O,     lead     me     to       the  Rock,   O,     lead    me     to       the  Rock  that     is 
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Lead  me  to  the  Rock. — concluded. 
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high-er    than  I  ; 
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lead  me  to     the  Rock,  O,  lead  me  to     the  Rock  that  is    high  -  er       than    I. 
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Words  by  R.  S.  Cummings. 
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The  Time  for  Action 
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Music  by  S.  J.  Vail. 
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1.  If    you  have  a  work  to  do,  Wait  not  till  to  -  morrow  ;     Putting  off  from  day  to  day  Brings  but  care  and  sorrow. 

2.  When  you  have  the  golden  chance, Help  some  needy  brother;  For  each  blessing  you  bestow  God  will  give  another. 

3.  Whatso-e'er  you  find  to  do    For  yourself  or  neighbor,     Do    it  now,  no  oth-er  time    Is  there  giv'n  for  labor. 
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Let  no  short  but  precious  hour  Pass  you  by  unheeded,  But  while  time  is  given  you  Do  the  work  that's  needed. 
Free-ly  give  of    ev  -  'ry  good  God  to  you  has  given  ;  And  upon  you  He  will  shower  Choicest  gifts  from  heaven. 
And  when  toil  and  cares  ari  o'er,  Earthly  ties  shall  sever;  You  shall  hear  the  welcome  word,"  Come  and  rest  forever." 
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Words  by  Mrs.  E.  C.  Ellsworth. 


The  Anthem  of  Praise. 

w  J  rst  time. 


I 
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Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 
I  <id  time. 
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I'll  sing   of      a      won-der  -  ful  Sav-iour,  His  love  is     for   you  and    for     me  ; 

a     [Omit ]       brother  can    be. 


I   A  Friend  who  is    fair  -  er   and  dear  -  er,  Than  ev  -  er 


£=k=tt 


fcz^r 


tE£3aEE£=E3EEt£ 


CHORUS. 


i 


Hi 


-->. FN— ^S— j=# ^ #— 


S 


xn: 


3=t 


sing  of   that  won  -  der  -  ful  Sav  -  iour,   A   hymn  of  thanksgiv-  ing    I'll      raise 
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ry,    I'll    join  the  great  an  -  them  of  praise,  I'll     join  the  great  an-them    of     praise. 
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2  I'll  tell  of  a  wonderful  journey, 

Through  paths  that  are  rugged  and  wild  ; 
Of  Him  who  will  lead  me  in  safety. 

Where  I  shall  be  owned  as  His  child. — Chorus. 


3  I'll  tell  of  a  wonderful  meeting, 
Which  all  of  His  dear  ones  shall 
Of  mansions  resplendent  in  beauty 
That  Jesus  has  gone  to  prepare - 


share  ; 
-Chorus. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  Emma  Pitt. 
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Crown  the  Saviour, 
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Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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1.  Still  the  might-y     song   is     swell-ing,  Un  -  to 

2.  Ho  -  ly     an  -  gels,  without  number,  Came  to 
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us...       a  Sav-iour's  born; 
join. .   the  glad  re  -  frain  ; 
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Let    us,  too,  the  news  be 
And  the  earth  so    still    in 
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slumber.  Wakes  to 
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and  ear-  ly      morn, 
and  light  a    -    gain. 


Shout  Ho-san    -    nas,        glad  Ho-san  -    nas,     Crown 
Shout  Ho-san-nas,  glad   Ho-san-  nas,      ^ 
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Sav-iour   now  your  King  ;         Shout  Hosan-nas, 
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Ho-san-nas,  Let  the    earth...   with  praises    ring. 
K       I  Let    the  earth,  the  earth  with  praises      ring. 
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3  Angel  hosts  are  sweetly  singing, 

As  they  crown  Immanuel's  brow  ; 
And  the  earth  with  rapture  ringing, 

Joins  to  swell  the  chorus  now. — Chorus. 
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4  Unto  God  on  high,  be  glory, 

Peace  on  earth,  to  man  "  good  will  ;" 
Here  we  sing  the  same  sweet  story, 

There  we'll  chant  His  praises  still.—  Chortis. 
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The  Realms  of  the  Blest. 


Words  by  Mrs.  M.  E.  Mills. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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i.   We  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  blest,  That  country  so  bright  and  so     fair  ;         And  oft  are  its  glories  con- 
2.   We  speak  of  its   pathway  of  gold,  Its  walls  deck'd  with  jewels  most  rare  ;      Its  wonders  and  pleasures  un- 
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fess'd  ;  But  what  must  it    be     to    be     there  ? 
told,      But  what  must  it    be     to    be     there  ? 


What  must  it  be     to    be    there  ?  What  must  it  be  to  be 
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there  ?      If    its  won-ders  and  pleasures  can  ne'er     be  told,     O    what  must  it     be      to      be      there? 


S 


fdli 


*=* 


is * h 


:^E 


*— «- 


V,— X- 


■*— *- 


v- 


z=r? 


t=t 


•    ^    b/ 

We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin, 
From  sorrow,  temptation,  and  care — 

From  trials  without  and  within  ; 

But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? — C/iorus. 


'\j       V       V       •       •       •       • 
4  Then  let  us  'midst  pleasure  or  woe, 
For  heaven  our  spirits  prepare  ; 
And  shortly  we  also  shall  know, 

And  feel  what  it  is  to  be  there-. — Chorus. 
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Words  by  Rev.  M.  L.  Hofford. 


Safe  Where  Jesus  Leads. 


Music  by  J.  H.  Rosecrans. 
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1.  O     pre-cious  Saviour,  I  would  lay    My  hand    with-in  Thine  own  to-day 

2.  My  path    may  be  thro'  fields  of  green, Or  deserts  where  no  life  is      seen 
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And  feel     this  confidence  in 
Let    joy      or  grief  my  portion 
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Thee  : — I'm  safe  where'er  Thou  leadest    me. 
be  ; —      I'm  safe  where'er  Thou  leadest    me. 
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3  Afflictions  may  be  sharp  and  strong  ; 
Temptation's  power  may  try  me  long  ; 
The  reason  though  I  fail  to  see, 
I'm  safe  where'er  Thou  leadest  me. — Chorus. 
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4  Then  in  the  hour  when  death  draws  nigh, 
And  darkness  veils  the  earth  and  sky  ; 
'Mid  pierceless  gloom  I'll  trust  in  Thee, 
I'm  safe  where'er  Thou  leadest  me. —  Chorus. 
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Golden  Treasures. 
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Words  by  Rev.  M.  L.  Hofford. 


Music  by  Alfred  Beirly. 
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1.  Lo  !  the  fields  are  white  for  har  -  vest,  Read-y     is      the    gold-en  grain  ;    And    the  Mas-ter's  voice  is 

2.  Lo  !  the  fields  are  white  for  har  -  vest,  Thousands  perish    ev  -  'ry    day  ;  While  the  Mas-ter    loud-ly 

3.  Lo  !  the  fields  are  white  for  har  -  vest;  Stand  we  i  -    die  here    to  -  day,    While  the  rip-en'd  grain   is 
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call  -  ing,  Call  -ing  oft,  a-  las!  in  vain, 
call  -  eth,  Call -eth  us  to  work  and  pray, 
wav  -  ing,  And  we  hear  the  Mas  -  ter  say  ? 


Gath-er  while  the  morning  shin  -  eth,  Gather  while  the 
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Gath-er  while  the  day  de  -  clin  -  eth,  Gold-en  treas-ures  till     the   night. 
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the  noon  is  bright ; 
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Words  by  Mrs.  E.  W.  Chapman. 


In  the  Morning. 


Music  by  J. 


G5 

H.  Tennby. 


1.  Cares  of  earth  shall  no    more  wea  -  ry, 

2.  Glo-rious  sun-light    will     be  gleaming, 

3.  With  the  hand  of     Je  -    sus  lead-ing, 


In 
In 
In 


!=££ 


the  morning, 
the  morning, 
the  morning, 

t 


in     the  morning  ;    And  our  path    no    more  be 
in     the  morning  ;  Heav'n  with  pleasures  will  be 
in    the  morning  ;  Where  there  11  be  no  anxious 
-#-•■#-*.      &.  .  JL-4.M.      JL 


» 


drear  -  y, 
teem  -  ing, 
plead-  ing, 


In  the  morn 
In  the  morn 
In    the  morn 


ing,  in  the  morn-ing.  Then  the  eyes  now  sad  with  weep-ing,  And  the 
ing,  in  the  morn-ing.  Friends  of  yore  will  gath-er  round  us,  And  re- 
ing,       in     the     morn-ing.    Glad    ho  -  san  -  nas     we'll  be     sing -ing,     Till  the 


-9- 


I       I 


m 


heart's  long  vig  -  il    keep  -  ing,  Shall  the  fruit    of  love  be    reap-  ing, 

new     the    ties    that  bound  us,  While  we  sing  of  grace  that  found  us, 

arch     of  heav'n  is     ring -ing,  With  the  prais-es  we    are  bring-ing, 

JL         \          I       .*.        JL      JSL  JL'*-     A-                          #-      4L 
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the  morning, 
the  morning, 
the  morning, 
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in  the    morn-ing. 
in  the   morn-ing. 

in  the    morn-in<j. 
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Unto  us  a  Child  is  Born. 


Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
With  Spirit. 


Music  by  G. 
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1.  The  word   of    proph-ets 

2.  A     Child  without      an 

3.  An     in  -  fant  boy     with 
4-     O      ju 
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1st 
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-    bi  -  lee  !     O 


is  fui 
earth-ly 
out  a 
ju  -  bi 


filled,  The  longing  cry  of 
dow'r,  Yet  wrapp'd  in  Him  all 
sin,  Came  He  all  men  for 
lee  !        O     wondrous  love  !  so 


a  -  ges    stilled  ; 
Godhead's  pow'r  ; 
heav'n  to      win  ; 
great,  so      free  ; 


Froelich. 
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A    brilliant 
The  garb  of 
Good  will  dis- 
The  night  is 
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CHORUS. 
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star       the  skies  a  -    dorn,  For   un  -  to 

man      by  God   is      worn,  For   un  -  to 

plac  -  es  wrath  and  scorn,  For   un  -  to 

passed  ;  we  hail  the 


Si 


eS 


morn,  For   un  -  to 


a  Child  is 
a  Child  is 
a  Child  is 
a  Child  is 


born  !  1 
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bi-lant  bells, 
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born 
born  !  [ 
born  !J 


Ju-bi-lant  bells, 
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night    is     past, 
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hail    the  morn  ! 
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Unto  us  a  Child  is  Born. — concluded. 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 


Children  of  Earth  and  Heaven, 


Music  by  G.  Froelich. 


I.  Close     to     the  throne  of     God     a  -  bove  The     an  -  gel-  chil-dren    stand,      And     sing  their  songs  of 
'   ,9n    ,earth  l.ney  learnedthe  songs  that  now  Har  -  mo-nious  ech-oes      wake  ;      On     earth  they  learned  the 


3.   He     loved  them  then,   He  loves  them  yet,  And  claims  us    for   His     own 


And 


if       His  words  we 


ST 
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Refrain. 
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grace  and  love,  A    cho-rus  sweet  and  grand.  Je  -  sus  loves  them, loves  themje  -  sus  loves  His  lit  -  tie  ones 

knee    to    bow,  And  pray  for  Je  -  sus'  sake.      Je  -  sus  loves  them, loves  them,  Je  -  sus  loves  His  lit  -  tie  ones, 

don't  for -get, We'll  sing  a-round  the  throne.  Je  -  sus  loves    us,     loves    us,     Je  -  sus  loves  His  lit  -  tie  ones. 
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Who  is  Ready  for  Duty? 


-1 

0 

Words  and  Music  by  Asa 

Hull. 
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xst  time. 
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j     In    the      bat   -  tie    of    Life 

*  (  Should  the  Mas  -  ter    be    call 
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-  ing    for 

t    5 

-A \— 

i — 0 0 — 

work    to 
sol  -  diers 
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do, 
true, 

Are    you 
Are   you 
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will  -  ing 
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share  ? 
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read  -  y    to   do    and  dare  ?    When  the    Mas       -        -        ter     calls  for    me, 

When  the    Mas  -  ter 

+■  •#-  -F-      -P-        jl     jl     *. 


I    will      an  swer  to  my 

an  -  swer    to  mv 
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name  ; 

name,  to   my  name  ; 
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I  will  say, I    will   say, blessed    Lord, here  I      am  ! 

I     will   say,                               I     will    say,                            bless-ed  Lord,  here   I      am,    here    I     am  ! 
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2  If  the  Master  should  call  you  to  barren  fields, 
Is  your  faith,  is  your  courage  strong  ? 
Could  you  toil,  could  you  wait  till  the  harvest  yields 
Golden  sheaves  and  a  joyous  song? — Chorus. 


3  Are  you  ready  to  leave  friends  and  home  and  ease, 
And  repair  to  a  foreign  land  ? 
Would  you  breast  threat'ning  waves  and  the  boist'rous  seas. 
And  before  the  dark  heathen  stand  ? — Chorus. 
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Words  by  D.  R.  Lucas. 


He  is  my  Rock, 
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Music  by  T.  Frank  Allen. 
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s     my  Rock,  I    build  on  Him,  He   is     my  strength  for  time  to  come!   In    sunshine  bright  or  shadow 
s     my  Rock,  beyond  the  veil,    By  faith  and  hope  I'm  anchor'd  fasti   Thro'  gen-tle  breeze  or  boist'rous 
s     my  Rock,  beneath  its   shade  I    find     a     ref  -  uge  and    a     rest;       A     cool-ing  stream,  a  grass-y 
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CHORUS. 
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dim,  He'll  safely 
gale,  I'll  reach  th 
glade,  A  mansion 
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guide  me  to  my 
e  port  of  heav'n  t 
fair    among  the 

iome. 
it  last, 
blest. 

)     He  is  my 

Rock on  Him  I 

He   is  my  Rock, 
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build, My  firm  foun- 

on  Him  I  build, 
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da  -     -  tion  ne'er  shall  yield !  The  pow'rs  of  sin shall  not  prevail,  My  Rock  is  sure and  cannot  fail  1 

My  firm  foundation  The  pow'rs  of  sin  sure,  My  Rock  is  sure, 
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Words  by  Miss  P.  J.  Owens. 

K-fea 
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Distant  Lands  are  Waiting, 
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Music  by  Harry  Sanders. 
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1.  Dis  -  tant  lands  are  wait-  ing  now,  Wait-ing  the     Gos  -  pel's  dawn  ; 

2.  Dis  -  tant  lands  are  reach-ing  far,    Reaching    a  -  cross  the     sea  ;. . 
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Lovv-ly  vale  and  mountain  brow 
Watching  eyes  a  -  wait  the  star, 

f     f   ' 


iS 


Cho.   Dis  -  tant  lands  are  wait-  ing  now,  Wait-ing  the     Gos -pel's  dawn  ; 


i      v   •  ■    -      1 — tr-1 

Low-ly  vale  and  mountain  brow 


Sit. 


Fine. 
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Murmur,  ' 
Guid-ing, 


'  When  shall  night  be  gone  ?"  Lit  -  tie     chil- dren  kneel-ing      By    some  i  -  dol's  gloom- y  shrine, 
Sav  -  iour,  on       to     Thee.    Send    the     tid  -  ings   o    -    ver,  Christ    a     ran  -  som  shall  pro-vide  ; 


h 


£=£=£ 
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Murmur,  ' '  When  shall  night  be  gone  ?' 
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Z>.  C.  CHORUS. 


1 


Haste  the     day 
Light  and     life 


ry  shine, 
ci  -  fied. 


3- 
Distant  lands  are  pleading  long, 

Pleading  for  hope  and  love  ; 
Error's  chains  are  dark  and  strong — 

They  must  trust  in  God  above. 
God  the  shadow  breaking 

O'er  the  earth  His  truth  shall  roll, 
And  His  praise  awaking, 

Sweetly  ring  from  pole  to  pole. 
Chorus. — Distant  lands,  etc. 
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Words  by  Marian  Froeuch. 


The  Land  of  Joy. 
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Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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1.  Tho'  fair     the  scenes  that  greet  the  eye      Up  -  on     this  earth     of     ours, .  . .       They  all,     a  -  las  !    but 

2.  The  bud-ding  trees,   the  spring-ing  flowers,  The  birds  and  sum-mer    beams,..        De  -  light    a      few,    fast 
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CHORUS 
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live       to     die,     They  pass     as      sum-mer  show'rs.  ) 
fleet  -  ing  hours,  And    fade    like    plea  -  sant  dreams.  ) 

— # #s — # 0 — r-# 0 0 o — r-0-  •--# 


But 
But 


there's, 
there's    a 


fair 
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land     of     joy, 
land       of      joy, 
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long to     reach  its  shore, Where  sor     -      -     rows  ne'er  an-noy — My    home  for  ev 

long,    I     haste     to      reach      its  shore,  Where  sor      rows,  troub-les 
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er   -  more. 


m 


4_U-i 


^ 


J3Lt 


£=F 


S 


The  songs  of  childhood  quick  are  stilled 

In  cares  of  later  days  , 
And  life's  alotted  time  is  filled, 

Nor  death  its  mission  stays. — Chorus. 


y        I 9       I ? 

But  there's  a  land  tow'rd  which  we  haste, 

Where  flowers  perennial  bloom, 
Where  death  can  never  lay  in  waste, 

And  turn  our  joy  to  gloom. — Chorus. 
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A  Word  for  Jesus. 


Words  by  F.  R.  Havergal. 


Music  by  S.  J. 
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Vail. 
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1.  Have  you  not     a  word  for  Je  -  sus,     Not    a    word    to  speak  for  Him  ?  He  is     list-'ning  thro'  the  chorus 

2.  Have  you   not     a  word  for  Je  -  sus,  Will  the  world  His  praise  proclaim  ?  Who  shall  speak  if  you  are  si-lent, 

3.  "Cannot!"  tho' He  suffered  for  you,  Died  that  you  His  love  might  know?  "  Cannot!"  tho' He  has  forgiven, 


SdEEfa zz^z^z: 
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Of    the    burn  -  ing    ser  -  a  -  phim  !   He    is      list  -'ning,  does  He  hear  you  Speaking  of      the  things  of  earth  ? 
You  who  know  and  love  His  name  ?  You  whom  He  hath  called  and  chosen  His  own  wit  -  ness-es     to     be, 
Mak-ing    scar  -  let    white  as   snow  ?  "  Cannot !"  tho*  His  grace  abounding  Is     your  free  -  ly  promised  aid  ? 
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CHORUS. 
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On  -  ly    of      its  pass-ing  pleasures,  Selfish    sor  row, empty  mirth  ?  )  Yes, we  have 

Will  you  tell  your  gracious  Master,  Lord,  we  cannot  speak  for  Thee?  > 

Cannot !"  tho'  He  stands  beside  you, Tho'  He  says,"  Be  not  afraid?"  )  Yes,  we  have 
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a  word  for  Je  -  sus  ! 
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A  Word  for  Jesus.— concluded. 
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We  will  bold  -  ly  speak  His  name  !  We  will  tell  the  wondrous  story,    And  His  matchless  love  proclaim  ! 

We  will  tell 
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Words  by  John  Stuart  Blackie. 
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Sing  Praises  of  the  Lord, 


Music  by  Dr.  J.  B.  Herbert. 
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1.  An- gels  ho-  ly,  High  and  low-ly,    Sing  the  praises      of     the  Lord  !  Earth  and  sky,  all  liv  -  ing  na-ture, 

2.  Roll-ing  riv-  er, Praise  Him  ev-  er,  From  the  mountain's  deep  vein  poured;  Silver  fountain,  clearly  gushing, 

3.  Praise  Him  ever,  bounteous  Giver;  Praise  Him,Father,Friend  and  Lord!  Each  glad  soul. its  free  course  winging, 

n  .1 


^Eifil 


Man,  the  stamp  of    thy  Cre  -  a  -  tor;  Praise  ye,  praise  ye  God  the  Lord  !  Praise  ye.praise  ye  God  the  Lord! 

Troubled  torrent,    mad- ly    rush-ing,  Praise  ye,  praise  ye  God  the  Lord  !  Praise  ye.praise  ye  God  the   Lord! 

Each  glad  voice, its  free  song  singing,  Praise  the  great  and  mighty  Lord  !  Praise  the  great  and  mighty   Lord  ! 
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Words  by  Mary  D.  James. 


Good  Tidings, 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  "  Good  tidings,"  "  Good  tidings !"  A  Saviour   is    born!  Great  joy  to    all  peo-  pie,  Their  sor-row    is  gone! 

2.  Great  Saviour,  how  wondrous  Thy  love  to    our  race,     To  come  and  re- deem  us,  And  save  us    by  grace! 

3.  O    won-der-ful  Je-sus — The  children's  best  Friend!  To  praise  and  adore  Thee  Our  voi  -  ces  we  blend. 
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With  glad-ness  we  wor-ship  And  bow  at  His  feet, 

To  leave  Thy  blest  kingdom  Of  glo  -  ry   on   high, 

With  heart-felt  de  -  vo  -  tion  We  sing  of  Thy  grace 


With  joy-ous  thanksgiv-ing,  His  prais-es  re  -  peat  I 
And  for  our  re-demption  To  suf  -  fer  and  die  ! 
And  join  with  the  an  -  gels    In  chant-ing  Thy  praise  ! 
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u        CHORUS.  1  . 
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"  Good  tidings,"  "  Good  tidings  !"  "  Good  tidings  "  we  bring !  Halle-lu  -  jah,  hal-le-lu  -  jah  !  Halle  -  lu  -  jahs  we  sing ! 
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Words  by  Mrs.  E.  C.  Ellsworth. 


Shall  it  be  for  Nought  ? 


<o 


Music  by  T.  Frank  Allen. 
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1.  Turn,  O      sin  -  ner,  turn 

2.  Look,  O      sin  -  ner,  look 

3.  Turn,  O      sin  -  ner,  turn 
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=R: 


and  look,  See     our    Sav  -  iour  dy  -  ing 
a  -  gain,  See     our    Sav  -  iour  ris  -  ing 
the     Spir  -  it     call  -  ing 


35: 
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and  hear,   Tis 
I  I 


On     the     cross    lie  yields  His  life, 
ilast-'ning    to       His   Fa-ther's  throne, 
Turn  and    hear    the    still    small  voice 
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Yields  it  now  for  thee 
There  to  in  -  ter  -  cede 
Plead  -  ine  now     for      thee. 
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Jus  -  tice  doomed  thy  soul  to 
Death  could  bind  our  Lord  in 
Tell  -    inor    thee     of    love     di 


J  h      .       I 


die,      Je   -  sus    heard  the   help  -  less  cry, 
vain,   Love  for     thee  would  burst  the  chain 
vine,   Plead-ing     that     it    may      be  thine, 


Bows  His  head  In  thy  stead, Dies,  He  dies  for  Thee.       Oh, 

Wondrous  love  !  Boundless  love  !  Love,  for  thee  to  plead. 
Thine  to-day,  Thine  al-way, Thine  for-ev  -  er       be. 


shall  it      be  for  nought  ?  His  dying, love  unsought  ! 


>*-+.    +  + 
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D.  s.   1  urn  to-day,  1  urn  to-day, 1  urn, O  turn,  be     tree. 
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Youth  and  Springtime. 


Music  by  W.  C.  Williams. 
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i.  Sweet  is     the  time  of     spring,  When  nature's  charms  appear  ;      The  birds  with  ceaseless  pleasure  sing,  And 
2.  Sweet  is     the  dawn  of    day,      When  light  just  breaks  the  sky  ;  When  shades  and  darkness  pass  away, And 
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hail    the  op-'ning  year !     But    sweeter  far     the  spring  Of    wis-dom  and    of     grace,  When  children  bless  and 
morning's  beams  are  nigh  :  But    sweeter  far     the  dawn  Of     pi    -    e  -  ty     in     youth,When  doubt  and  darkness 
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praise  their  King,  Who  loves  their  youthful       race, 
are    withdrawn  Be  -  fore    the  light     of       truth. 
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3  Sweet  is  the  early  dew, 

Which  gilds  the  mountain  tops, 
And  decks  each  plant  and  flow'r  we  view 

With  pearly,  glittering  drops  : 
But  sweeter  far  the  scene 

On  Zion's  holy  hill, 
When  there  the  dew  of  youth  is  seen, 

Its  freshness  to  distill. 
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Safe  at  Home. 


Words  by  W.  F.  Cosner. 


i.    Ah,  this  heart  shall  cease  its  longing,  Safe  at     home!       safe  at     home: 

2.  There  are  friends  who  with  me  parted,    Safe  at     home!        safe  at     home! 

3.  Dear  ones  gone    be-fore  will  meet  me,  Safe  at     home!       safe  at     home! 
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Music  by  J. 


H.  Tenney 
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Where  no  anx-ious  cares  are 
No  more  wand'ring  broken- 

At     the  pearl  -  y  gate  will 
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Safe  at  home  ! 


safe  at  home  ! 
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throng-ing. 
heart  -  ed, 

greet     me, 
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Safe  at 
Safe  at 
Safe  at 
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home!  safe  at     home!  Now  a     heav  -  y      bur- den  press- es,     And     I 

home!  safe  at     home!  Un  -  dis-turbed  while  storms  are  sweeping,  Calmly 

home!  safe  at     home!  Sav-iour,  dear- est    Sav-iour,  hear     me,       I       an 
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Safe     at   home  ! 
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safe 
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at   home  ! 
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walk  thro'  thorny  plac-  es,  Till 
now  the  loved  are  sleeping,  E  - 
wen   -   rv,  be   Thou  near  me  ;    O, 


my 
ven 
sus  - 


wea  -  ry  wand'ring  ceases,  Safe  at 
in  their  Father's  keeping,  Safe  at 
me  till  Thou  cheer  me,  Safe  at 
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home  1 
home  ! 
home  ! 


safe 
safe 

safe 
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Safe  at  home! 
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home  ! 

home  ! 
home  ! 
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safe   at  home  ! 
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The  Kingdom  of  Peace. 


Words  by  Mrs.  C.  L.  Shacklock 
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Music  by  Chas.  Edw 
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1.  Come  to  the  life-giv-ing  Fountain,  Drink, and  thy  sorrow  shall  cease  ;     He  who  hath  called  thee  hath  offered 

2.  Come, for  His  in-fin-ite    mer  -  cy,     Precious  and  priceless,  is  free  ;         Ten-der  His  love  and  compassion  ; 
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Cap-tives  of  sin   a     re   -  lease. 
Sin  -  ner,  He  careth  for      thee. 


E  -  vil  no  more  shall  betide  thee,     Je  -  sus  e'en  now  is  be-side    thee, 
E'en  tho'  condemned, He'll  reprieve  thee, Into  His  bo-som  re-  ceive  thee, 
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Come,  and  He  gently  will  guide  thee  In  -  to  the  Kingdom  of  Peace. 
Nev-er  reproach  thee  nor  leave  thee — O,  to  the  Merci-  f ul      flee. 
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E'en  though  thy  sins  be  as  scarlet, 
E'en  tho'  the  hour  should  be  late, 

He  for  thy  coming  is  ready, 
He  for  thy  coming  will  wait. 

Linger  no  longer,  'tis  madness  ! 

Banish  the  shadow  of  sadness, 

And,  in  the  garments  of  gladness, 
Enter  with  joy  at  the  gate. 


Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 


Prayer  for  the  Divine  Blessing. 
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Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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1.  Lord, 

2.  Bless 
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bless  our    Sab  -  bath  school  to  -  day  !  This    is      our    fer  -  vent 
us,       O    Lord,  with  fer  -  tile  minds,  Then  send  the   heav'n-ly 
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CHORUS. 
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bless 


our  school  we  pray  ; 


II  II 

Lord,  bless  our  wait-ing    Sab-bath  school,  Is  our  fer-  vent  prayer  to-  day  ! 
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3  Bless  those  who  teach  and  those  who  learn, 
Send  wisdom  from  above  ; 
And  may  we  for  instruction  yearn, 
And  all  Thy  precepts  love. — Chorus. 


-T — i — r 

4  Lord,  bless  our  school,  the  training-place 
For  Christian  lives  below  ; 
Here  we  are  taught  Thy  face  to  seek, 

That  we  Thy  grace  may  know. — Chorus. 
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Opening  Hymn, 


Music  by  T.  Frank  Allen. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  grant   us    Thy  rich  bless -ing      On  this    ho  -    ly     Sab-bath  day  ;     We  would  come, our  sins  con- 

2.  Thanks  we  bring  and  ad  -  o  -  ra  -  tion  ;  Are  Thy  mer  -  cies   ev  -  er    thus  ?     Fa-  vor'd  is       our  land  and 

3.  Children    in     Thine  arms  re  -  ceiv  -  ing,   Thou  didst  bless  while  here  below  ;    May  we  come,  like  them  be- 
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fessing — Come  with  humble  hearts  to  pray.  We  are  Thine, but  yet  are  needing  Grace  which  Thou  alone  canst  give; 
nation, Wondrous  love  is  shown  to  us.  From  our  childhood  friends  have  brought  us  To  Thy  feet  to  learn  Thy  word; 
liev  -  ing,  And  Thy  kind  pro-tec-tion  know.  Not  less  read-y   Thy  com-pas  sion  Children  still  to   call   in  love  ; 
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CHORUS. 


List- en  to  our  fee  -  ble  plead-ing, 
Pre-cious  les  -  sons  they  have  taught  us 
Lead  us     to       Thy  great  sal  -  va  -  tion, 

'  :  c  t-.ur 


Bid  our    ran-somed  spir-its     live. 
Seal  them  with  Thy  blessing,  Lord. 
Fit     us     for      Thy  home  a  -  bove. 


sus,  grant 


Thy  rich 
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Opening  Hymn. — concluded. 
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bless-ing    On  ^  this  ho  -  ly  Sab-bath  day  ;   We  would  come, our  sins  confessing, Come  with  humble  hearts  to  pray. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  C.  L.  Shacklock. 
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The  Shepherd  of  Souls. 


$^^m§^^m^m^m. 


Music  by  Chas.  E.  Prior. 


i.    He    is    Lord    of     life    and  glo  -  ry,  Pure  and  loft-  /,     un  -  de- filed  ;  Vet  He  deigns  to  make  His  dwelling, 

2.  An  -  gels  chant  His  praise  in  heav-en.Yet  the  children's  contrite  prayer, To  the  throne  of  grace  as-cend-ing, 

3.  In  -  fin  -  ite      is     His  com-pas-sion,  Tender    is     His  wondrous  love  ;  Shepherd  of  our  souls  for-  ev  -  er 

±    ±  t:  ±-  ti  ■*-■*-' 

•-u.-*-*-     #— r~T-«— r*-      i         I «— r« — 1 4= — «-c« * a  —XI— ft—         9—  ft j-     -j-      m_ 


-\—\ 1: 


mm^ 


Fine.    .CHORUS. 
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D.  s.   In    the  heart  that  here  a-  dores  Him, 
,  1  D.  S. 


T?=S 


In     the    bo  -  som    of      a      child.  O       the  won-der    of    His    mer-cy!    O     the   tri- umph  of    His  grace 
Find  the  sweet-  est    wel-come  there. 
Lord  of   earth    and  heav'n  a  -  bove. 
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Is    the  Sav  -  iour's  chos-en    place. 
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Show  Me  the  Path  of  Life, 


Words  and  Music  by  Asa  Hull. 


V 


1.  There  is     a  straight  and  narrow  path  That  leads  to  joys  a  -  bove;  Where  free  from  sin, and  fear, and  wrath, The 

2.  A  -  mid  earth's  tumult  and  its  strife,  A  -  mid  its  toil  and  care  ;    How  few  will  seek  the  path  of  life,  And 
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air  is  fill'd  with  love.  \  Show  me         the  path  of   life,  Show  me  the  path  of   life,  Show 

less  do  enter  there,  f  Show  me  the  path,  the  path  of  life,  the  path  of  life,  Show  me  the  path, the  path  of  life,  the  path  of  life  ;  Show 
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me  the  path  of  life,  That  I  may  walk  therein;  Show  me  the  path  of  life.That  I  may  walk  therein, 

me  the  path, the  path  of  life, the  path  of  life, 

t:\tit: +._     |  jl  +m  m  J.     J         m   ].♦#.**...* 


3  The  eager  throng  is  pressing  on  ; 
With  breathless  haste  they  fly 
From  toy  to  toy,  till  life  is  gone, 
And  then  for  mercy  cry. — Choi'us. 


4  Help  me,  O  Lord,  the  path  to  shun, 
That  leads  to  endless  woe  ; 
Though  broad  the  road  that  many  run, 
The  narrow  way  I'd  go. — C/iorus. 
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Words  by  Chas.  W.  Hubner. 


The  Path  of  Peace. 
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Music  by  J.  A.  Buchan. 
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22 


i.  Serve  God  !  in  faith  o  -   bey  His  laws  ;  Love  truth !  defend  her      ho-  ly   cause;  Work!  as    if  thou  couldst 

2.  Re  -  vere  the  ho  -  ly      and    di  -  vine,    And  make  their  pow'r  and  glo  -  ry    thine;    What-e'er  the  fate  be 

3.  Pur  -  sue  the  flow-'ry   paths  of   peace  ;     Let  love  win  all    thy      vie  -  to  -  ries  ;         So     liv-  ing,  hon-ors, 
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CHORUS. 


live 
thine 
joy 
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for     aye  ;    Pray  !  as      if  thou  might'st  die   to  -  day !       Look  up !   be-hind  the   cloud  the     sun 
to     meet,    Place   on    the  rock    of      truth  thy     feet  ! 
and  grace     Will    be     thy  por-tion     all     thy    days! 
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precedes  the  crown  ;  Look  up  !  behind  the  cloud  the  sun,  And  a  beautiful  crown, press  on,  pre* 

crown,  press  on  ; 
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What  shall  we  Inherit? 


Words  by  Mrs. 

E.  C.  Ellsworth. 
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Music  by  1 

.  Frank  Allen. 
1 

VI         h-       h"    i 

I           n    j        i 

| 

N     v 

K        P        I     f     ' 

/k^ •     9     •- 

-4-=— #    5—j 

-5—  *— *- 

r  j     i ' 

H — 

— d — » — • — 

-*p — n— 4 — ^ 

^P^— J      #      r~ 

-J  •    # ^- 

-f-S- 

-*     • — i 

■■m  y 

f     »     S 

— i— r— 

9 * *~ 

J 0 — 9— 

-*- 

J           * 

• 

#            • 

-•■  • 

*  ■   £ 

^ 


i.  'Tis  not  the  gold  that's  mix'd  with  dross, 'Tis  not  the  sil  -  ver  yet    un  -  tried  ;  Tis  not  the   gain  that  proves  but 

2.  'Tis  not  the  morn  o'erspread  with  clouds, 'Tis  not  the  day  that  ends  in  night  ;  'Tis  not  the    light   that  dark-ness 

3.  'Tis  not  the  joy  that's  quench'd  in  tears, 'Tis  not  the  faith  that's  put  to  flight ;  'Tis  not  the  hope  that's  chang'd  to 
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CHORUS. 


loss,    'Tis    not  the  wealth 

shrouds/Tis    not  the    sun  that 

fears,  'Tis   not  the    love    th 


un  -  sane  -  ti  -  fied.  )    O      no,    'tis    glo 

lat  sinks  from  sight.  >• 

hat   sin    can  blight.  )  q 


ry,  glo  -  ry    fair, 


Un  -  fail  -  ing 
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no,   'tis     glo  -   ry,      glo  -  ry  fair, 
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as  the  God  we  love  ;  'Twill  brighter  grow,  yea,  brighter  there, Thro'  all  the  life  we  live    a  -   bove. 

Un  -  fail  -  ing    as      the    God  we  love  ; 
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Words  by  Lady  Liston  Foulis 
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Father,  my  Father. 
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Music  by  Harry  Sanders. 
— N S V 


m& 


1.  Fa  -  ther,  a     name    so    dear,   so     old,      I      see      in     let-   ters    all       of    gold;     Let-ters  which  reach  from 

2.  Fa  -  ther,  the  an   -  gels    can  -not  say,    For  "  Ho-ly,    Ho-  ly,"  is     their  lay  ;        Those     for    whom   the 

3.  Fa  -  ther, dear  Fa  -  ther,  now    I       cry,     I     would  not  wait   till     by  -  and- by  ;       But  with  my  hand     in 
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earth  to  heav'n,  Tell-  ing  of  love  so  free  -  ly  given  ;  A  love  that  gave  His  Son  to  die,  That 
Sav.-  iour  died,  One  with  Him,  the  cru  -  ci  -  fied,  Can  on  -  ly  claim  that  lov  -  ing  word,"Fa- 
Thine  would  go       On   thro'  the  years  that  swift- ly     flow,        On     to     Thy  home — the  mansions  bright — To 
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He  might  hear  us 
ther,  my   Fa- ther 
dwell  for-ev  -  er 
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when  we  cry, 
and  my  Lord.' 

in      Thy  sight. 
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As     we    nes-tle 
I     may  cry  close 
Now  and  ev  -  er 
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by     His  side, 
by     His  side, 
is     my  prayer, 
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Fa-  ther,  my    Fa  -  ther,  be     my  guide. 
1  Father,  my   Fa  -  ther  and    my  guide." 
"  Father, my  Fa  -  ther,  guide  me  there." 
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Words  by  E.  Rinehart. 
Duet  or  Quartette 


Redeemed!  0  Precious  Thought, 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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r.   Redeemed!  redeemed! O  precious  thought My  Saviour  hath redemption  brought  ; 

Redeemed!  redeemed!  O  precious  thought,  My  Saviour  hath  redemption  brought ; 
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his  bondage 
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his  bondage  free 
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Christ hath  ransomed     me  ! 

I     am,  for  Christ  hath  ransomed      me  ! 
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CHORUS. 


Redeemed!  redeemed! I've  been  re  -deemed!. . . .  Thro' 

Redeemed!  redeemed!  I've  been  redeemed  ! 
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blood I've  been  re  -  deemed  ! 

Thro'  Jesus'  blood  I've  been     re  -  deemed  ! 
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Redeemed !  0  Precious  Thought. — concluded. 
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Yes  !  by  His  death on  Cal-va 

Yes  !  by  His  death 
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ry I've  been  re-deemed and  now  I'm    free 
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I've  been  redeemed 
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and now  I'm  free. 
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2  Redeemed,  redeemed,  the  Saviour  reigns 
My  fetters  gone,  no  more  in  chains  ; 
Exultingly  His  praise  I  sing, 
And  to  His  cross  in  hope  I'll  cling. — Chorus. 


r % 

3  Redeemed,  redeemed,  ye  blood-washed  throng  ! 
The  wondrous  strains  to  you  belong  ; 
Strike  all  your  harps,  the  chorus  raise, 
The  Saviour  claims  your  noblest  praise. — Chorus. 


Jubilate  Deo, 
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Spirited. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull, 
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i.   O  be  joyful  in  the  Lord, ....      all     ye 
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Serve  the  Lord  with  glad- 
ness, and  come  before  His 


2.   O  go  your  way  into  His  gates  ) 

with  thanksgiving.and  into  His  f  courts  with  praise  ;    Be  thankful  unto  Him,  and  speak  good     of     His     name. 
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presence      with     a        song. 
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3.  Be  ye  sure  that  the  Lord  |  He  is  |  God;  I  It  is  He  that  hath  made  us,  and  not  we  ourselves  ;  we  are  1 1  is 
people  I  and  the  |  sheep  of  His  |  pasture. 

4.  For  the  Lord  is  gracious,  His  mercy  is  |  ever-  |  lasting  ;  I  And  His  truth  endureth  from  gene-  |  ration   to   | 
gene-  |  ration. 

5.  Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  to  the  |  Son  ;  I  And  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost  ; 

6.  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  |  shall  be  ;  I  World  without  |  end.     A-  |  men.     A-  |  men. 
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Words  by  J.  H.  Granger 

tModerato. 
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The  Path  of  Duty. 


Music  by  J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  Keep  me,    bless  -  ed    Sav-iour,  keep  me,   As     I       jour  -  ney  day   by    day,        In    the   path  that  leads  to 

2.  "  Walk  ye      in       it,"  God  hath  spok-en  ;  I     will     heed    the  word  to  -  day  ;       Ev-er      list'-ning  for     the 
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du  -  ty       In     the  straight,  the  nar  -  row   way  ;     Be     Thou    ev    -    er   near     to      guide  me       If        to 
whis-per,  "  Thou  art    stray-ing     far       a  -  way."  When   my      soul      is     wea  -  ry.       fal  -  t'ring,  With  the 
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right     or    left     I     stray  ;    And  a       voice    be  -  hind  me    say  -  ing, 
bur  -  dens  of      the  day,      May  I        hear    the    call    to      du  -  ty, 


Walk  ye      in     it,     this    is     the  way ! " 
Walk  ye      in     it,      this    is     the  way ! " 


1     I     i 


^q^fcfcfc^z^fczi: 


fei 


+-         I 


m 


COPYRIGHT,    1884,    BY    ASA    HULL. 


The  Path  of  Duty. — concluded. 
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CHORUS. 
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Be    Thou    ev  -    er   near  to  guide  me,    If      to     right     or      left     I     stray  ;  And    a 
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voice    be  -  hind  me 
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Then  as  evening  shadows  deepen, 

May  the  Day-star  from  on  high 
Shine  across  the  darkened  waters, 

Guiding  to  the  portals  nigh  ; 
And  when  earth  from  sight  has  faded, 

Come  Thou  nearer  to  my  side  ; 
Let  my  shelter  be  Thy  bosom, 

Let  me  with  Thee  ever  abide. 

Chorus. — This  is  the  way,  etc. 
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Words  by  Rev.  Thomas  H.  Smith. 


A  Penny  for  AIL 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  Come,  en  -  ter    the  vine -yard  and  work  for    the   Mas-ter,  He  calls    for  our  la  -    bor    to-day; 

2.  The    bur  -  den    of     Je  -  sus  grows  light  -  er    and  light -er,  His  yoke   has     a  lin  -   ing    of     love; 

3.  Be      ev    -    er      af  -  fee  -  tion  -  ate    one      to      an  -  oth  -  er,  In  love   and     in  la  -   bor  com-bined 
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If  time  has  been  squander'd,  come  work  all  the  fas  -  ter,  For  Je  -  sus  good  wag  -  es  will  pay. 
The  pros  -  pect  of  glo  -  ry  grows  bright-er  and  brighter,  Then  work  for  the  Mas-ter  a  -  bove. 
Let    each    find  each  oth  -  er        a    friend  and    a    broth-er,        A   friend,  lov  -  ing,  faith  -  ful  and   kind. 
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A  Penny  for  All. — coxcluded. 


91 


r     I-. 

s 

h      v 

s. 

V   i  7 

v         0 

v 

# 

— 

4 

/-.  V  -. 

^    J 

V 

_« 

•           *           « 

0 

0 

# 

p 

rH) '  P       1 

m    '     *       m 

^           # 

0 

# 

2 

0   •     • 

2      # 

#        o 

2 

fj 

J    r 

The 

night 

0 

will  soon  come 
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3.  Is    there 

-0 0 0 0 

an  -  y    room  for 
an  -  y    room  for 
an  -  y    room  for 
f     f     f      f 

-# ^- 

Je  -  sus, 
Je  -  sus 
Je  -  sus, 

— 0 0 — 

Tell  me, 
In    the 
Is     He 

f      0 

0             0             0 

iave  you   an 
pul  -  pit     or 
wel-come  at 

A     JL     +. 

-   y      room  ? 
the    pew  ? 
the    store  ? 

* # # 0 0- 0 

Has  the   Sav-iour  found  a 
Are    the  poor  made  glad  and 
Would  you  glad- ly     see    Him 
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welcome,  Is  He  honored  in  your  home  ?  Have  you  an  -  y  room, 
welcome  Or  the  on  -  ly  fa-vored  few  ?  Is  there  an  -  y  room, 
coming,  Would  vou  meet  Him  at  the  door?      Is  there  an  -  y    room, 


an  -  y  room,  An  -  y  room  for  Him  ? 
an -y  room,  An  -  y  room  for  Him? 
an-y  room,       An  -  y  room  for    Him? 
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welcome,  Would  you  gladly    bid  Him  come  ? 
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In  White  Robes. 


Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
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Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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1.  Who  are  the  countless  num-ber  That  cir-cle  round  the  throne, 

2.  Who  are  they  clad  in     rai  -  ment    Of  shin-ing  lustrous    white, 

3.  They  came  from  tribu  -  la  -  tions,  From  sorrow's  bit-  ter    night, 


Whose  sounding  hal-  le  -  lu  -  jahs    Make 

Who    to  the  Lamb  en-thron  -  ed     As  - 
And  washed  in  Calvary's  fount-ain  Their 
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Je  -  sus'  prais  -  es      known?  Whose  harps  are  nev  -  er      si    -    lent,    But    Zi  -  on's    cit    -    y  thrill, 

scribe  the  pow'r  and    might  ?    Whose  days  are  count-less     a    -     ges      Of    nev  -  er  -  ceas  -  ing  joy, 

gar-ments  pure  and    white  ;       Their  tears  are  chang'd  to    jew  -  els,   Their  peace  can  -  not     be  told, 
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And  with  their  peerless  mel  -  o  -  dies    The  gold-  en  arch  -  es      fill  ? 
And   in     the  ser  -  vice    of    the  King   E  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty     em  -  ploy  ? 
In  -  stead  of  thorn-y    pathways  hard,  Their  feet  press  streets  of  gold. 


In  white  robes,  in  white  robes,  As 
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In  White  Robes. — concluded. 
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The  saints  of  God     in     glo  -  ry  stand,  Who  serv'd  Him  here  be  -  low. 
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Words  by  Chas.  W.  Hubner. 
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The  Life  Immortal. 


Music  by  J.  A.  Buchanan. 
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{  The  Christian  sees  the  palms  of  peace  On  heav'nly  shores  up  -  lift  -  ed, 

Im  I  And  shining  stars,  thro'  cloud-y    bars,  That  [Omit         

D.c.  Where  soul  and  thought, and  all  they  wrought,  Live  [Omit 
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crief  and  death  have  rift  -  ed. 
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CHORUS. 
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pi  To  faith's  true  eyes  death  in  no  wise 
Hath  face  or  form  appalling 


That  land  of  morn, whose  golden  bourn  Adjoins  the  grave's  dark  por-tal 


With  yearning  ears  his  voice  she  hears 
Out  of  the  darkness  calling. — Cho. 
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With  soul  serene  and  smiling  mien, 

f— £— f II       And  feet  that  falter  never, 

£_. I  H  She  follows  where  he  leadeth  her 

p p —  Into  that  fair  forever. — Chorus. 
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Words  by  Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 


Jesus  will  never  forget  me. 


Music  by  C.  C.  Converse. 
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i.  Friends  and  lov'd  ones  may  leave 

2.  When  I'm  tried  by  temp-  ta   - 

3.  When  my    feet    are     a  -  wea   - 

us,         Foes    may  pain-ful  -  ly    grieve 
tion,       Reft      of     all    con  -  so  -  la    - 
ry,       When    my  eyes  are    all     tear   - 
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Death  may  sore  -  ly     be  - 
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reave    us,     But  Je  -  sus  will  love  us     still. 

la    -  tion,   My  Je  -  sus  will  love  me    still. 

drear  -  y,      My  Je  -  sus  will  love  me    still. 


Je  -  sus  will  nev  -  er     for  -  get     me, 
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Nev  -  er,    no,    nev-er     for  -   get 
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Je  -  sus  will    love    me        still  ! 
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Words  by  Miss  P.  J.  Owens. 


Sowing  and  Reaping. 
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Music  by  Harry  Sanders. 
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1.  He    that  go  -  eth    forth  and  weeps,    Bearing  pre-cious    seed, 

2.  To    the    low  -  ly      and    dis-tress'd,   Christ  a     ran  -  som  came  ; 

3.  Sav- iour,  such  was  Thy  com-mand,   Thou  dost  love  the    young, 


Finds  that  God  His  promise    keeps, 

Let  them  hear  the     tid-ings  blest, 

Guard-ed     by    Thy    gra-cious  hand, 
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Blessing   ev-'ry    deed.         So,  with  will- ing  hearts  we    go,  Youthful  souls   to     win;      From  the  path  of 
Of-fer'd  in   His  name;      Like  the    Bi-ble's  precious  truth,  Freed  from  earth's  al-loy,  To  the  mind  and 

Life's  rough  paths  a-mong  ;      By  Thy  death  our  life  was  bought,  Purchased  by  Thy  pain,       Free  and  full  sal- 
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sin  and  woe    Bring  the  wand'rers    in  : 

heart  of  youth    Bear  its  words  of      joy  ; 

vation  bought,  That  our  souls  may  gain 
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From  the  path  of     sin  and  woe   Bring  the  wand'rers  in. 
To    the  mind  of  heart  and  youth,  Bear  its  words  of     joy. 
Free  and  full   sal  -  vation  bought,  That  our  souls  may  gain. 


a^&- 


-l      I      I 


i 


COPYRIGHT,  1871,  BY    ASA    HULL. 


9G 


Words  by  Wm.  R.  Scott. 


Stay  with  me. 


Music  by  Wm.  H.  Dana. 


1.  Stay  with  me,       O        lov  -  ing  Sav 

2.  Stay  with  me,      O        lov  -  ing  Sav 

3.  Stay  with  me,      O      bless  -  ed    Je 
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iour,     I      am    sin  -  ful      and    de  -  pressed ;      Keep  me  in     Thine 
iour,  Thro'  this  bu  -    sy    world  of      care  ;  Guide  my  wea  -  ry 

sus,    Pre-cious  is      Thy   name   to      me  ;  Thou   art    ten  -  der, 
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arms  so  ten  -  der,  Let  me  on  Thy 
footsteps  ev  -  er  On  Thy  earth  be  - 
kind  and  gra-cious,  To  Thy  lov  -  ing 
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bo  -  som    rest.        Stay  with  me,       stay  with  me,        God   of  glo  -   ry, 
low    so      fair, 
arms    I       flee. 
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God     of     love,  Guide  my    err  -  ing        feet,     I     pray    Thee,   To  Thy  heav'n-ly     home  a  -  bove. 
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Words  by  Rev.  VV.  F.  Casner. 
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Cast  Thy  Burden  on  the  Lord. 
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Music  by  C.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Cast  thy  bur -den    on     the  Lord,   Child   of   sor  -  row,  do    not  fear 

2.  Has  some  lov'd  one  left  thee  here,  Mourning  o'er      a   grave    so    low, 

3.  Art  thou  tempted  ?  Je  -  sus  knows   All    the  dan  -  gers    of 
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If  thou  wilt  be  -  lieve 
Thou  shalt  find  a  Com- 
Tho'    the  host    of     sin 


His  word, 
fort  -  er, 
op  -  pose, 
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Art    thou    sin  -  ful  ?   why 
Have  thy  friends  for  -  sak  - 
Art     thou  weak  ?  on     Him 
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Christ  af  -  ford  ; 
on  His  word  ; 
Him       is     stor'd 
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Come    to    Him     by 
He     can     all      thy 
Thou  shalt  find    Him 


faith  and  pray'r,  "Cast  thy  bur  -  den 
sor  -  rows  see,  "  Cast  thy  bur  -  den 
ev   -   er    nigh,      "Cast    thy    bur  -  den 
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the    Lord." 

the    Lord." 
the    Lord." 
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Bethlehem  of  Judah, 


Spirited. 


Words  and  Music  by  Rev.  Samuel  Alman. 
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1.  Hail,  Beth- le  -  hem  of 

2.  The  shepherds  saw,   a 

n  ,  .  .  . 


Ju    -    dah!  Hail    to     thy     ris    -    ing      sun! 
dored  Him,  And  wise  men  from    the      East 
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Hail      to    the  Lord's  a 
Then  spread  their  gifts  be 

1-5 


1 


N=^=^ 


tf-ff-4r 


-j^H 


^=fe 


i 


3=? 


CHORUS. 
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noint  -  ed,  God's  well-be  -  lov  -  ed    Son  !     Hail,  Beth  -  le-hem  of      Ju  -  dah  !  We    hail  thy    glorious  morn  ! 
fore  Him,  And  hailed  Him  "  Prince  of  Peace!  " 
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1    In  Christ  we  see  the  day-spring, 
The  fount  of  gl 


Hail,  Beth -le-hem   of      Ju  -  dah,    In     thee  our  Lord  was  born! 


orious  light; 
To  chase  away  the  darkness 

Of  earth's  o'ersp reading  night. — Cho. 
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Though  humble  His  beginning, 
■S-;- 1  His  fame  shall  never  end  ; 

|j    His  majesty  increasing, 

Beyond  all  time  extend. — Chorus. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  E.  C.  Ellsworth. 


Fll  go  to  the  Saviour. 
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Music  by  T.  Frank  Allen. 
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1.  I'll    go    to    my  Saviour   to-  day!    He  stoops  from  His  glo-ry    a    -  bove,         He  bids  me    no     lon-ger    de- 

2.  I'll    go    to    my  Saviour   to-  day!        I     sure-  ly  shall  per-  ish  in       sin;  His  hand  shall  not  turn   me     a- 

3.  I'll   go    to   my  Saviour  to-  day!    Tho'  foes  all  my  pathway  sur-round  ;     Tho'  fears  fill    my   soul  with  (lis- 
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lay,  But  touch  the  bright  sceptre    of      love! 

way,  But    lead  me     so  .  gen  -  tly  with  -  in. 

may,  I  lis    love  and  His  grace  shall  a  -  bound. 
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way  to    the    Lord;        My  soul  He    se-cure-ly    will  cher  -  ish,     If     com-ing    by    faith  in     Hi.- 
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Words  by  Mattie  Childs. 


Tis  Well  with  the  Righteous. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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i.   Come  out    in  -  to     the    sun  -  light,  Out  from  the  gloomy      dell;      Why  clothe  the  heart  in    sad  -  ness  ? 'Tis 
2.     Ye    tim  -  id,  doubting  ser  -  vants,  No  more  your  sorrows     tell ;      Cheer  up  !  give  God  the  glo   -  ry,     'Tis 
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3   He  giveth  songs  of  triumph, 

Why  sound  the  solemn  knell  ? 
Thy  face  should  glow  with  gladness, 
'Tis  with  the  righteous  well ! — Chorus. 
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4  If  heirs  to  heav'nly  mansions, 

Where  ye  with  Christ  shall  dwell ; 
Thine  is  the  blest  assurance, 

'Tis  with  the  righteous  well! — Choru*. 


Faithful  Forever, 


Words  by  Miss  P.  J.  Owens. 


Music  by  Chas.  Edw.  Prior. 
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1.  Faith-ful  for-ev-er,    faith-ful  for-ev-er, 

2.  Ref  -  uge  un  -  fail-  ing,  help  all  -  pre-vail-ing 

.0 #_^    #__# — 


Je  -  sus,  Thy  promise     I    prove 
Un  -  to  this  stronghold  I      flee  ; 


Strong  con-  so  -  la  -  tion , 
Grief  cannot  harm  me, 
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hope's  sure  founda-tion,    Rock  that  no  tempest  can  move, 
sin   cannot  charm  me,  While  Thou  art  present  with  me. 


Faith-ful  for- 
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Je- sus  Thy  promise  I    claim;       Strong  to  de-liv  -  er,  strong  to  cle-liv -er,     Je-sus,  I  trust  in  Thy  name. 
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3  Sweet  benediction,  in  each  affliction 
Under  Thy  wings  I  will  hide  ; 
Fountain  of  cleansing,  mercy  dispensing, 
Jesus,  in  Thee  I  abide. — Chorus. 


Though  all  deceive  me,  Thou  wilt  not  leave  me, 

Thou  wilt  not  put  me  to  shame  ; 
Faithful  forever,  faithful  forever, 

Jesus,  I  trust  in  Thy  name. — Chorus. 
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Jehovah's  Praise. 


Words  by  Nathan  Strong. 
Full  Chorus.  , 


Music  by  Alfred  Beirly. 
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(  I.  Swell  the  anthem,  l-aise  the    song,  Praises 

Glo-  ry  to  God  !  Glo  -  ry  to  God  !  Glo  -  ry  to  God  on  high  !  -j  2.  Blessings  from  His  lib  -  'ral   hand  Flow  a  - 

rr                                           ^     k                                                           (3.  Hark!  the  voice  of   na  -  ture  sings  Praises 
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to     our    God     be  -  long ;    Saints  and  an  -  gels  join   to      sing       Prais-es       to     the  heav'n-  ly     King 
round  this    hap  -  py      land  ;      Kept  by    Him  no    foes  an  -  noy,      Peace  and  free-dom    we      en  -  joy 
to     the    King   of      kings;     Let    us    join    the  cho-ral     song,     And  the  grate-ful   notes  pro  -  long 
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"Glo  -  ry  to  God,"  to  God  our  King  !  "  Glory  to  God,"  the    an-gels  sing  !     Now  let  earth  her  voice  up-raise, 
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Jehovah's  Praise.— concluded. 
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Swell-ing  loud  Je  -  ho-vah's  praise,  Swelling  loud Jehovah's  praise,  Swelling  loud  Je-  ho  -vah's  praise. 

Swelling  loud 
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Be  in  Earnest. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  Time    is     earnest,    pass-ing    by:    Death  is     earnest,   drawing  nigh ;      Sin- ner !  wilt  thou  trifling    be? 

2.  Life     is     earnest :  when 'tis   o'er    Thou  re  -  turn-est    nev-er-more;   Soon  to  meet     e  -  ter-ni-ty, 
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Time  and  death  ap-peal  to  thee. 
Wilt  thou  nev-er      serious  be  ? 
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Heaven  is  earnest  ;  solemnly 
Float  its  voices  down  to  thee  ; 
O,  thou  mortal  !  art  thou  gay, 
Sporting  through  thine  earthly  day? 

4- 
God  is  earnest  :    kneel  and  pray 
Ere  thy  season  pass  away  : 
Ere  be  set  His  judgment  throne — 
Vengeance  ready,  mercy  gone  ! 


5- 
Christ  is  earnest  ;  bids  thee  "cornel 
Paid  thy  spirit's  priceless  sum  ; 
Wilt  thou  spurn  thy  Saviour's  love, 
Pleading  with  thee  from  above? 

6. 
O,  be  earnest  !  loitering, 
Thou  wilt  perish  ;  Lingering 
Be  no  longer.      Rise  and  flee  : 
Lo,  thy  Saviour  waits  for  thee  ' 
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Words  by  Mrs.  C  L.  Shacklock 


Resting  in  Jesus, 


Music  by  J.  H.  Rosecraxs. 
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1.  I        am    not    wea  -  ry,   tho'  long   is      the    road  Lead-ing    to  heav  -  en,   my     fu  -  ture    a  -  bode 

2.  Gen  -  tly    He    lead-eth  my    footsteps    a  -  right,  Out    of    the  dark  -  ness  and    in  -  to    the     light 
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On  -  ward  I'm  pressing,  tho'    far  from  the     goal,  .     Rest-ing    in      Je  -  sus,  the    hope    of      the    soul. 
E  -    ven   tho'    per  -  ils    and    dan-  gers  are    near,        Trust-  ing    my    Sav  -  iour,  O    why  should  I       fear. 
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D.  S.  Glad  -  ly      I       fol  -  low  my  Lord  and  my    King  !     Ransom'd  for  -  ev    -    er,     I       joy  -  ful  -    ly 
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Rest  -  ing  in     Je 
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For  trust -ing  my    Sav-iour   no    dan-gers  ap  -  pall 
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3  All  of  my  burdens  He  beareth  for  me,  4  When  through  the  portals  of  light  I  have  pass'd, 

Tenderly-loving  and  gracious  is  He;  Safe  in  the  mansions  of  glory  at  last, 

He  is  my  comfort,  my  strength  and  my  stay,  Joyful  hosannas  with  angels  I'll  sing, 

Following  Jesus,  O  hew  can  I  stray. — Chorus.  Ransomed  by  Jesus,  my  Ford  and  my  King  ! — Chorus. 
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After  the  Joys  of  Earth. 
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Solo  or  Semi-Chorus. 
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Music  by  W.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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i.  Aft  -  er     the    joys     of      earth, 

2.  Aft  -  er    this  em'p  -   ty      name, 

3.  Aft  -  er    this    sad    fare  -  well, 


Aft  -  er  the  songs  of 
Aft  -  er  this  wea  -  ry 
No  more  on    earth    to 


mirth, 

frame, 

dwell  ; 


Aft  -  er  its  hours  of  light, 
Aft  -  er  this  con-cious  smart, 
Aft  -  er    this  lone-ly       bed, 
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Responsive  Chorus. 
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Aft  -  er  its  dreams  so  bright :  What  then  ?  what  then  ? 
Aft  -  er  this  ach  -  ing  heart  :  What  then  ?  what  then  ? 
With  all    the     si    -    lent   dead :  What  then  ?  what     then  ? 


On  -  ly  an  emp-ty  name,  On  -  ly  a 
On  -  ly  a  sad  farewell,  No  more  on 
O,  then  the  judgment  throne  !  O,  then  the 
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— N P 1 >r K N> P k tS-rA 1 1 1 — , 1 i-b 


1    -  -  1     v 

wea-  ry  frame,  On  -  ly  a  conscious  smart  And  an  ach  -  ing  heart, 
earth  to  dwell;  On  -  ly  a  lone-ly  bed  With  the  si  -  lent  dead, 
last  hope  gone  !    Banished  from  God  and  heav'n,  In  -  to    dark  -  ness  driv'n, 


In  -  to     dark-ness  driv'n. 
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The  Heavenly  Home. 


=£ 


Words  and  Music  by  B.  F.  Brown. 
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1.  A  home,  a  heav'nly  home,  For  those  who  love  the  Lord,  Our  Saviour  has  prepared,  And  promis'd  in  His  word. 

2.  I  long  to  reach  that  home,  Where  I  Thy  face  shall  see  ;  And  there  in  bliss  to  dwell  Thro'-out  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 


» 


O      Je  -  sus,  dear   Re-  deem  -  er, 
■#■      ■#-*■#- 
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Full   of    love    di  -  vine ! 
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Be    near  me  thro'  life's  jour-ney    Till 
Be    near  me  thro'  life's  jour  -  ney    Till 
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Fine. 
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that  bright  home  i; 


that  bright  crown  is      mine  ! 
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mine! 
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Till  that  bright  home  i 
T 


Till  that  bright  home  is 


mine ! . . 
is  mine  !  is  mine  ! 

that  bright  crown  is     mine  !.  .       Till  that  bright  crown  is       mine  !. . 
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"  A  crown,  a  crown  of  life  4  I  fain  would  win  that  crown, 

Our  Lord  will  there  bestow  Bright  from  my  Saviour's  hand  ; 

On  all  who  love  His  name  "When  I  at  last  shall  meet 

And  serve  Him  here  below. — C/wrus.  Him  in  the  heav'nly  land. — Chorus. 
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Words  by  Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


A  Home  on  High. 
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Music  by  Harry  Sanders. 


z 


v    v  I — r 

1.  I     am  bound  for    a     man-sion  of      glo   -  ry    on  high, 

2.  Not  for  -  ev    -    er    and    ev  -  ei     on    earth  would  I  dwell, 

3.  Storms  of  sor  -  row  and  pain  greet  me  here    as       I      go, 
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A  crown  that  will  fade  not  a 
For  liv  -  ing  would  then  be  in 
And    cloud  aft  -  er   cloud  ris-es 
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way  ; 
vain  ; 
o'er  ; 
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For   a    home  where  I    nev  -  er    shall     sor  -  row  or     sigh,  When  earth  and   its    beauties    de 

But    I      hope    for     a  home  where  the     cho  -  rus  will  swell,  When  Je  -  sus    ap  -  pear-eth     a 

In  that  home  that   1    seek  when  re-  leased  here  be  -  low,       I'll  rest,  sweet-ly    rest    ev  -  er 
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cay  ; 

gam  ; 
more  ; 
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For  a  home  where  I  nev  -  er  shall  sor  -  row  or 
But  I  hope  for  a  home  where  the  cho  -  rus  will 
In  that  home  that  I    seek  when  re  -  leased  here  be 
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sigh 

swell, 

low, 
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When  earth  and  its  beau-ties    de  -  cay. 

When  Je  -  sus  ap- pear-eth     a  -  gain. 

I'll     rest,  sweet-ly    rest    ev  -  er  -  more. 

n  .  .  ♦    *-  . 
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The  Social  Glass. 


Words  by  R.  G.  Staples 


Music  by  Asa   Hull. 


1.  'Tis    but    the  social,  friendly  glass, — This  is    the  song  of    youth, 

2.  There's  sor-row  in  that  glass  for  thee,  Re-morse,  regrets,  and  pain  ; 

3.  Touch  not    the  so-cial,  friendly  glass,  Son,  husband,  father,  friend  : 


Who  lit  -  tie  dream  that  time,  a-las  !  Re- 
'Tis  dead-ly  as  the  U- pas  tree,  O, 
For  swift -ly  on  the  moments  pass,  Soon 
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veals  this  solemn  truth  :  That  he  who  e  -  ven  dares  to  look  Up-on  the  sparkling  wine, Will  find — 'tis  true  as 

from    its  use  ab  -  stain  ;  Bring  not  disgrace  upon  thy  head,  Wound  not  a  father's  pride,    Let   not  thy  mother's 

time  will  have  an   end.     Then  do  not  spend  in  sinful  mirth, This  life's  bright  golden  hours, Nor  grovel    in    the 
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God's  own  book — It  stingeth,  tho'  it    shine  ;  Will  find — 'tis  true  at  God's  own  book — It  stingeth,  tho'  it    shine, 
tears  be  shed,  But  in    her  love    a  -  bide  ;    Let    not    thy  mother's  tears  be  shed,  But  in    her  love  a  -  bide, 
dust  of  earth,  But  rise  to    loft-  ier  pow'rs  ;  Nor  grov-  el    in     the  dust  of  earth,  But  rise  to   loft-  ier  pow'rs. 
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Gates  of  the  Beautiful. 


109 


I 


Words  by  Arthlr  W.  French. 
Xot  too  fast.  y 


Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 


S4 


*3: 


*=¥ 


*S 


1EE£ 


+—tr^t 


ful, 


1.  (latcs     of     the  beau  -  ti 

2.  Gates    of     the  beau-ti  -  ful,     loft 

3.  Gates    of     the  beau-ti -ful, 


gold  -  en  and  bright,    Guard-ing  that  cit    -    y 

y    and    grand,    Swung  by    the  touch  of    some  an 
How    can     1     pic  -  ture  thy    glo 


ates    of  pure    gold, 


of  splen-dor  and  light! 
gel  -  ic  hand ! 
ries      un  -  told  ! 
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Oft       I       be -hold  thee,  in        dis  -  tance  and  dream,    Flash    in     the    sun  -  light  of     heav  -  en  -    ly  gleam. 


Down  from  thy  por  -  tals  there  floats    a  sweet  song, 
Ea  -  ger  -  ly  yearn-ing    my      spir   -  it    doth   wait, 


Waked  by   the    lips      of     the      pu 


Till 


I   shall  come    to     the    beau 


ri  -  tied  throne. 
'ti  -  ful   eate. 


CHORUS. 
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Gates    of     the  beau-ti -ful,   Gates    of     the  beau-ti -ful,    Gates  of    the  beau  -  ti  -  ful,      o-  pen    to    me! 
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Words  by  T.  A. 
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Phoetus. 


Press  on,  Christian. 
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1.  O  Christian,  press  onward,  the  prize  is    be-fore  thee,  The  race  thou  art  run-ning  shall  end  by  and  by  ; 

2.  O  Christian,  look  upward  ;  the  waves  of  life's  o- cean  That  rage    in  their  fu  -  ry    are  held  by  His  will  ; 

3.  O  Christian,  stand  bravely  for    Je  -  sus.  andnev-er    Give   up    thy  high  call  -  ing  till  death  shall  re-lease 


O  Christian,  stand  bravely 
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Bright  an  -  gels  are  near  thee,  they  ev  -  er  watch  o'er  thee,  1  o  guide  thee  in  safe  -  ty  to  man-sions  on  high. 
His  voice  once  was  heard  o'er  the  storm-y  com-mo-tion,  And  Je  -  sus  still  bid-deth  its  rag-ings  "  be  still.'1 
And  then  with  the  blood-wash'd  in  glo-ry    for-ev-er,      My     spir  -  it  shall  rest    in    the    ha  -  ven  of  peace. 
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Press  on -ward,  still  onward,  the  dark-ness  of  night  Shall  soon  flee    a  -way  and  the    morn- ing    be  bright. 

O    Christian,  look  upward  ;  no  storm  shall  prevail     Till  thou  shalt  cast  an  -  chor  with -in      the  bright  vail. 
Then  stand  up  for   Je  -  sus,    be    ear- nest  and  brave;  And  He    will    be    near  thee,  Al- might  -  y      to     save. 
Si  hi 
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Fair  Eden  Land. 


Ill 


Duet  or  Full  Chorus. 


Words  and  Music  by  John  McPherson. 


1.  How  oft-en    I  think  of  Thy  glo-ries,     Sweet  Eden-land, home  of  the  blest  !      Where  cometh  no  night,  nor 

2.  I  think  of  the  lov'd  ones  there  waiting,  Yes  !  watching  and  waiting  for  me  1  I'll  greet  them  at  last,  when 

3.  O     builder  and  maker  of  mansions,       A  -  waiting  me  on  that  bright  shore  !      Be    near  to    my  side,   my 
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CHORUS. 
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sin  with  its  blight,  O    precious,   O  sweet  last  -  ing    rest!  O    glo-ri-ous    E  -  den-land,  gleaming  With 

earth-life   is   past,  And  ev  -  er-more  hap- py    shall    be  ! 
wayward  steps  guide, Till  life  and  its    toils  are     all      o'er. 
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beauties  that  ev-er  are     new!     One  day  I  may  stand  upon  her  fair  strand,  And  then  my  dear  treasures  I'll  view! 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
Solo  or  Quartette. 


Eden  Fair  and  Bright, 


Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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1.  O       Par  -  a  -  dise  !    O 

2.  O       Par  -  a  -  dise !     O 

3.  O       Par  -  a  -  dise  !     O 
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E  -  den  bright  !  O  could  I  pierce  the 
E  -  den  bright  !  When  first  the  earth  was 
E  -  den  bright  !  Thou  home  of      in  -  no  - 
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veil  That  hides  thee  from  my 

born        Thou  stood'st  re-vealed  in 
cence  ;     'Twas    sin  that  winged  from 
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long-ing  sight,  But  earthly    sens  -  es    fail.  I    know  that  glorious  scenes  abound  Within  thy  por-tals    fair, 

heaven's  light  With  all  that  could  a  -  dorn  :   There  fair-est  flow'rs  of    rich-  est  hue  On  purling  wa-ters  smiled, 
earth  thy  flight  And  sent  thee  grieving  hence.    No  cher-  ub  now  with  flaming  sword  Stands  guard  before  thy  gate, 
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That  an  -  gel's  har-  mo  -  nies  resound  And  thrill  thy  balm-  y  air. 
And  fruitage  sweet  on  branches  grew,  That  wav'd  in  breez-es  mild. 
But    lov  -  ing    an  -  gels    of    the  Lord  Our  com-ing  long-ing  wait. 


O     Par  -  a  -  dise  !   O      E  -  den  fair  !  I 
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Eden  Fair  and  Bright.— concluded. 
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lone:    to      en    -    ter     there  ; 
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den  bright !  O    home  of      joy     and  light  ! 
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Music  by  A.  B.  Hoag 


Words  by  Alvira  Whitney. 
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Close  to  Thy  Side, 
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1.  Un-der  Thy  wings,  my  God,  Close  to  Thy  side;       Safe  from  the   coming  storm,  Joy-ful- ly     I      hide. 

2.  Un-der  Thy  wings,  my  God,  Lov'd  ones  a  -  bide  ;  Whom  Thou  hast  called  from  me,  Closer  to  Thy  side. 

3.  Un-der  Thy  wings,  my  God,  Safe  -  ly     to    hide;       Clos  -  er  Thy  "  lit- tie  ones,"  Closer     to  Thy  side. 

I 


Oft  Thou  hast  call'd  to  me,  Now, while  the  cloud  I  see,  Swift  -  ly 
Deal  gently,  Lord, with  me,  Glo  -  ry  I  may  not  see  ;  Keep  ev- 
Side  wounded  sore  forme,   Bleeding  andbruis'd  I  see  ;     Cov  -  er, 
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fly  to  Thee,  Close  to  Thy  side. 
ry  sin  from  me  While  at  Thy  side. 
O    cov-  er  me,     Close  to  Thy  side. 
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Words  by  Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Praise  ye  the  Lord, 


Music  by  H.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  Praise  ye  the  Lord  !  joyfully  shout  ho  -  san  -  na!  Praise  the  Lord  with  glad  acclaim;  Lift  up  your  hearts  unto  His 

2.  Praise  we  the  Lord !  He  is  the  King  e  -  ter- nal;  Glo-ry   be    to  God  on    high!    Praise  we  the  Lord, tell  of  His 
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throne  with  gladness — Mag-ni-  fy    His  ho  -  ly        name, 
lov  -  ing-  kindness — Join  the  cho-  rus  of      the       sky. 
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March-  ing    a  -  long    un-der  His  ban  -  ner  bright, 
Still  marching  on,  cheer-i  -  ly    march-ing    on, 
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Trusting  in   Hismer-cy   as     we      go, 

In    the  ranks  of  Je  -  sus  we   will     go, 
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His   light  di  -vine  ten-der-ly     o'er     us    will  shine  ; 


Home  to    our  rest,  joy-ful-ly  home  where  the  blest 
S       \ 
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Praise  ye  the  Lord. — concluded. 


115 


#— ^ 


&+ 


CHORUS. 


--r», Nr 1- J- 0 

._, — zp    #  •  —  g 1 

*— g— «T-# # 


* 


^=15: 


5=j=j=^i=j 


-5 ^-r-^-J 


We  shall  be    guid  -  ed    by  His  hand  now  and  for  -  ev 

Gath-  cr  and  praise  the  Saviour's  name,  praise  Him  forev 
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Stead  -  i  -  ly     marching    on,   while  we 
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Stead-i -ly  marching  on,  pil-lar  and  cloud  go-ing  bc-forc   us,      To  the  realms  of  glory,  to  our  home  on    high. 
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The  Better  Land. 


Words  arranged  for  this  work. 
Solo  or  Semi-Chorus. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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i.   I...      hear  thee  speak  of  the   bet-ter    land,  Of  its  children,   a  hap- 
2.    Is    it      far      a  -  way    in  some  re-gion  old,  Where  the  rivers  have  beds 
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gold? 


Where 
Where 


,  O  where  is 
the  rays    of 
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ta-diant  shore,  Shall  we  find  it    and  weep  no    more  ? 
ru  -  by  shine,  And  the  diamond  lights  up  the  mine  ? 
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Is    it  where  the  flow'r  of    the    orange  blows,  And  the 
Is    it  where  the  pearl  gleams  from  coral  strand,  And  can 


« 


v-v- 


4L     +-     +-     *l    *- 


BE 


Responsive  Chorus. 


fire-flies  dance  thro'  the  myr-tle  boughs  ?  No  ! 
all    of  these  make  "  The  bet  -  ter  land?"   No  ! 


no ! 
no ! 


no, 
no, 


V 
not  there  !   It    is  where  the  Lord  of 
!  Eye  hath  nev-er    seen    nor 
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The  Better  Land. — concluded. 
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ev  -  er-  blooming  ce-les-tial  plains, Where  the  Lamb  of  God  is  their  fadeless  light, And  there 
is    that  He  hath  for    us   prepared;  Fancy  ne'er  could  pic-ture  a  world  so    fair,  Neither 
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is       no     sun     nei-  ther  moon  nor    night  ! 
pain    nor  death    ev  -  er    en    -   ter     there  ! 
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Drink  is  Raging. 
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Drink  is      rag  -  ing,   fierce-ly     rag  -   ing,     Bat  -  tied 
Men  are   fall  -  ing,     sad  -  ly     fall  -  ing,    Hear  the 
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host   are   now  en  -  gag  -  ing 

Mas-ter   loud- ly     [Omit..]     call-ing.       Up,    a   -way!    up,     a  -way!     For    the   Mas-ter  calls   to-day! 
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2  Time  is  flying,  swiftly  flying, 
Men  are  sinking,  men  are  dying  ; 


Hearts  are  aching,  badly  aching, 

All  around  us  hearts  are  breaking. — Chorus. 
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From  Heaven  to  Earth. 


Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
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Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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i.   Thro' the  glo-rious  heav'nly  arch- es    Rang  of    yore  the     an  -  gels' song, 

2.  So     the  King  of  heaven  for-ev  -  er,  Prince  of  peace,  and  Son  of      light, 

3.  And  the  bond  still  groweth  stronger,  Still  the  song  gains  voi-ces      new, 
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mes  -  sage,   Left  His  throne  of   power  and  might, 
long-  er,   Prove  His  love     en  -    dur-ing    true. 


Heav'n  and  earth  were  wide-ly 
Then  the  song  be  -  came  a 
Hal  -  le   -   lu  -  jahs,    loud-ly 
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tween  was  sin's  dread  ban  ; 
earth  with  yon-der  sky  ; 
earth-ward  meet  our  strain 
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Twas  too  wide, 
And    the  glo 
Up -ward  from  our  hearts  are  welling 
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Wid-er  than  a  song  could  span. 
Was  the  Sav-iour's  lul  -  la  -  by.. . . 
Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jahs  back  a  -  gain. 
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From  Heaven  to  Earth. — concluded. 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu-jahs  ev-er  swelling,  From  the  throne  of  God  on  high  ;       I/et  us    ech  -  o  back  the  tidings  That  Sal- 
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va  -  tion     now   is       nigh.  Ilal-le   -  lu   -  jah  ! Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah  ! 

Ech-o   the   tid  -  ings,  Ecli-o    the    lid  -  ings, 
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Ech  -  o       the     tid  -  ings,   Sal  -  va  -  tion  is       nigh .• Sal  -  va-tion   is       nigh. 

Ecli-o     the      tid    -    ings,  Sal  -va-tion     is       nigh. 
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All  ye  that  Pass  by. 


Words  by  D.  E.  Knough. 


Music  by  Dr.  H.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  All      ye  that  pass  by      To      Je-  sus  draw  nigh  ;  To     you    is       it     noth-ing  your  Sav-iour  should  die  ? 

2.  He     answer'd  for  all  ;     O     come  at  His  call,   And   low   at     His    feet    in      as  -  ton  -  ish-ment    fall  ; 
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Your    ran-som  and  peace,  Your  sure-ty     He     is;    Come,  see     if    there  ev  -  er    was    sorrow    like 
For     you   and   for    me      He  pray 'd  on   the    tree;   The  pray'r  is      ac  -  cept-ed,  the    sin-ner     is 
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free. 
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For  what  we  have  done   His  blood  mu§t  a  -  tone;   The    Fa-therhath  giv  -  en     for    us     His  dear 
O,    lift  your  glad  eyes,  " 'Tis  finished!"  He  cries  ;  Im  -  pas-sive,  He    suf  -  fers;  im  -  mor-tal,   He 


Son  ; 
dies. 
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All  ye  that  Pass  by.— concluded. 
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sins    on    the  Lamb,  and  He  bore  them  a  -  way. 
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r£ * 0 * * 0"      f     .  0-±-0-± 

fo,    »  * 

-# — # — # — 0— i — i 

0          0 0                                   0          0 

--^=fl 

^-V- i — ' 

-b — y — ^ — i p-^ — 

> — *— *  e 

#   • 

-L — ' — — 0 — 0 — 0 — 0 — k'  k 

t/     >     ^     ' 

i 

V  ■   V       V       V       V       9 

He  Cares  for  me. 
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Words  and  Music  by  B.  F.  Brown 
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1.  Thou,  Lord  my  path  shalt  choose  And  guide  shalt  be  ! 

2.  Sweet  words  of  peace  and  love  Whisper'd  to     me  ! 

3.  To  Thee,  the    on   -  ly  wise,  What-ev  -  er      be, 


■0-  -&- 


What  shall  I      fear     to  lose    While    I    have  Thee  ? 
Bear  -  ing  my    soul     a-  bove  Life's  troubled  sea  ! 
I       will    lift    up  mine  eyes    Joy  -  ful    to    Thee. 
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Words  by  Rev.  W.  F.  Cosner. 
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Jesus  Cares  for  Them, 
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Music  by  Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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i.  The  Sav-iour  will  care  for  the    chil-dren,    For  He  said,"  Let  them  come  unto    me  ;  "  When  I    think  how  He 
2.    If     wc    but    be-lieve    in    the    Sav-iour,    He  will  keep  us  from  all    ill  that  harms  ;  And  His  flock  He  will 
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call'd  them  and  blest  them, That  we  too  may  be  happy  and  free.     \  Je-  sus  cares for  lit  -  tie  children, 

lead    as     a    shepherd,  He  will  gath-er  the  lambs  in  His  arms.  )                      yes,  He  cares 
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cares,  Jesus  cares,  Je-sus    cares for  lit- tie  children,  For  He  said, 

Je-sus  cares,  Je-sus  cares,  yes,  He  cares 
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Let  them  come  unto  me.' 
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The  Saviour  remembers  the  children, 

For  His  name's  sake  their  sins  are  forgiv'n  ; 

And  the  lambs  who  will  follow  the  Shepherd 

Will  be  led  to  the  green  fields  of  heav'n. —  Chorus. 
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The  Saviour  will  ever  be  near  them, 

And  will  shield  them  from  earth's  rude  alarms  ; 
When  the  storm-cloud  or  night-shadows  deepen, 

He  will  gather  the  lambs  in  His  arms. — Chorus. 
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The  Little  Reapers. 
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Music  by  Jko.  T.  Grape. 
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1.  We  are  lit  -  tie  reapers,     Toil  -  ing  thro'  the   day, 

2.  We  are  lit  -  tie  reapers         In    the  fields  of     sin, 

3.  We  are  lit  -  tie  reapers         In    the    har- vest  field, 
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Lab'ring   in     the    har-vest  O'er  the  ston-  y    way  ; 

Striv-ing  for    the    Mas-ter  Precious  souls  to  win  ; 

Truth  and  right  the    sick-les  That  we  there  do  wield 
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Gleaning 'mong  the  thistles,  Searching  thro*  the  rain,  Fit  -  ting  for  the  gar-ner  Bright  and  golden  grain. 
Pointing  them  to  Je  -  sus,  To  the  Lamb  of  God;  Fol- low  -  ing  His  footsteps  In  the  paths  He  trod. 
And  we    la  -  bor  ev  -  er     'Neath  our    Fa-ther's  eye,       Gath  -  er  -  ing  the  bright  sheaves  For  the  home  on  high. 


Toil  -  ing,        toil  -    ing,      Toil-ing  all  the  day 
Reap-ing  for  the   Master    we  are  Toil  -  ing    all     the    day ; 
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Reaping  for  the    Master,      Toil-ing   all    the    day. 
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The  Cheerful  Giver.* ' 


Music  by  S.  J.  Vail. 
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1.  'Twas  on  -  ly    a    drop  in  the  buck-et,        But  each  lit-tle    drop  will 

2.  'Twas  on  -  ly  some  out -grown  gar-ments,'Twas  all  that  I     had     to 
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tell ;  The  bucket  would  soon  be 

spare  ;  But  they  will  help  clothe  the 
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emp  -  ty     With-out  the  drops  in  the  well, 
need  -  y,      The  poor  are  ev  -  er  -  y  -  where. 


'Twas  on  -  ly  a   poor  lit  -  tie  pen  -  ny, 
A  word  now  and  then    of   com-  fort 
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It  was  all      I    had    to 
That  cost  me  nought  to 
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give  ;    But  as  pen-nies  make  the  dol-  lars,     It  may  help  some  cause  to 
say  ;  But  they  cheered  the  weary   pil-grim,  And  it  help'd  him  on     his 
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The  Cheerful  Giver.— concluded. 
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riv  -  er,   Tho'  the  gift  he  ev-  er    so  small  ;  But  what  doth  He  think  of  His  children  If  they  never  give  at     all  ? 
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Little  Pilgrims. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 


2d  Semi-Choru 


I.   Lit  -  tie  pil-grims,  whither     go  -  ing,     Each  one    on    his    way?     We  are    on    our  heav'nly    jour-ney 
2    Tell  me  pilgrims  what  vou  hope  for         In    that  bet  -  ter   land  ?  Spotless  robes  and  crowns  of  glo  -   ry 
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All    of    us     to-day.        \    Go  -  ing,  go -ing, 

From  the  Saviour's  hand.     /  Sing-ing,  sing-ing, 
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to  our  heav'nly  home  ; 
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3  Fear  you  not  the  way  so  lonelv.  4  Will  you  let  me  journey  with  you 
You  a  feeble  band  ?  To  that  better  land  ? 

No  !  for  friends  unseen  are  near  us,  Come  along,  we  bid  you  welcome 

Angels  round  us  stand.— Chorus.  To  our  happy  band.— Chorus. 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 


Anniversary  Day. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  Hail,  hap-  py     an  -  ni  -  ver  -  s'ry  day,  Made  glad  by  love  and  cheer  !  Our  songs  but  faint-ly    can  con-vey  How 

2.  The  sing-ing     of     the  hap  -  py  birds  With  children's  music  blends  ;  And  trees  and  flowers  without  words  Praise 
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fair  thou  dost  ap  -  pear. 
God  who  springtime  sends. 
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O     laugh,        ye  skies 
O  laugh,  ye 
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ye  sunbeams,  dance;  While  we     with  march  -  ing 
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Entwining  thee,  thou  festal  day, 

Sweet  mem'ries  cluster  round  ; 
May  future  years  not  sweep  away 

The  ties  that  childhood  bound. — Chorus. 
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4  May  each  succeeding  year  unite 
Us  close  in  friendship  sweet, 
Till  round  the  throne  in  robes  of  white 
We  shall  each  other  meet. — Chorus. 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
Gentlv. 


The  Garden  of  the  Lord, 
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Music  by  G.  Froelich. 


-*—*—\-0- 


e: 


sz: 


g 


1.  Spring  is    reign  -  ing 

2.  In     this  gar    -    den 

3.  God  Him-self,     the 


now    tri  -  umph  -  ant        Af  -  ter   win 

fair  and  fra    -    grant,  Plant-ed     by 

heavenly    Gar  -  d'ner,   Watches     o'er 


ter's  drear-y     days,  And  the 

the  Lord's  own  hand,         Chil-dren 
each  ten-der  flower;  Sends  His 
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earth  sings  out  with  gladness,  Flowers,  birds,  de-light  our  gaze.  And  with-in  each  childish    bo  -  som  Spring  is 
the  ros-es,    lil  -  ies,  Beauti  -  fy    -    ing  all    the  land.  Some  are  birds,  and  send  their  music  Trill  -  ing 

_s   gen-t]e  shower.  Dear  to  Him,  the  Friend  of  children,  Ev-'ry 

m # F-— 1  B 


smiles,    the  needed  sunshine,  Oft 


m 


-#-#-H— •- 


m 


■**- 
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mak  -  ing  glad  the  hours; 
clear  -  ly  far  and  near  ; 
bud     and  blossom      fair. 


Life 
And 
And 


is     fair, 
the  sonc 

lie    bids 


mm 


and  ne'er  a     shad  -  ow    Dark  ning  falls    o'er    E-den's  bowers. 
of  praise  and  glo  -    ry     Grow-eth  sweet-  er       ev  -  'ry    year, 
each  un  -  der  -  gar -d'ner  Train  these  plants  with  tender  care. 


ES 


m 


1     •  1 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelicn. 

tSoLO  or  Quartette.       • 
a        1 1 n=^= 


Anniversary  Greeting. 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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While  fields  are  deck'd  with  beauty,  And  trees  and  flowers  bloom, 

To    God  who  in     His   kind-ness  Has  watched  us  thro'  the  year, 

Then  let  each  heart  be     hap  -  py,  And  cheerful  be     the       lay  ; 


Our  hearts  laugh  out  in    glad-ness,  For- 

We    ren  -  der  grate-ful   hom-age  ;    O  1 

God's  bless-ing  rich  -  ly     dow  -  ers  Our 


PS 
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v—\ 
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:=t 


t4 


±      4- 
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get  -  ting  win  -  ter's  gloom, 
may  He  meet  us  here, 
an  -  ni  -  ver  -  s'ry      day  ; 

■:ft  '.     i.    '- 


Semi-chorus. 
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To   all        a 

Grant  that  our 

And  may   our   school  u 


m 


t=t 
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lov  -  ing   wel  -  come 
lives  from  child-hood, 
nit  •  ed, 


■A- 
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We  sing  in  cheer  -  ful 
Un  -  til  their  lat  -  est 
On  earth    a     gold  -  en 


t^ 


#-     *- 


t=± 


-I— 1 i- 


_^_^ ^ , 

lay,  Who 

days,  Be 

chain,       With- 

Ptq 


t=t 


^     ff 


CHORUS. 


join    in    eel  -  e      brat  -  ing     Our   an-ni-ver 

giv  -  en    to      His  serv  -  ice,   That  we  may  walk  tiis  ways 

out    one  link    dis  -  sev  -  ered    Be  found  in  heav'n  a  -  gain. 


fry    day .  .  ) 
His  ways.  > 


We    come. 


to     meet 


with 


We're  com-ing    to  meet,  and    com-ing    to  greet  with 
ff*.     •*-    ■*■   -*-   ■*-      *-      +-*-*-*       *- 
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Anniversary  Greeting.— concluded. 
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Repeat  very  softly. 

■    t 


We    come to     greet  you     this    an  -  ni  -  ver  -  s'ry    day  ! 

We're  cora-ing  to    meet,  and     com-ing     to  greet     this 


JLM.Jt.JLJL 


>_*_«_£ 


3=t 


1 1 I 


W>V/i  expression 


What  hast  thou  Done? 


i^^ase 


!=fc=gi±=g4=* 


^_hN^^ NJ HN 


Music  by  Harry  Sanders. 


T=J=J 


E^ 


i.    I        gave  my      life    for         thee —  My      pre  -  cious    blood  I 
2.    I        spent  long  years  for         thee        In      wea  -  ri    -    ness  and 
3-  O        let      thy      life     be         giv'n,     Thy    years    for      Me     be 


shed,  That  thou  might'st  ransom'd 

woe  ;  That       an       e  -    ter  -  ni  - 

spent,         World  - fet  -  ters     all      be 


9^2ir 


-fr- 


iz: 


£U 


*jL-*=jL 


ife 


Ritard. 


I  1  I  ~] 

be,    And  quickened  from  the    dead  ; 

ty       Of  joy  thou  might  -  est  know 

riv'n,  And  jov  with     sufiP-ring  blent  ; 

I —  I      rs      i — 1 


S  *—d t-d — i — H — — \ 

V  3   ji  *\P±4 


m 


I      gave  My     life    for      thee,  What  hast  thou  done  for    Me? 

I       spent  long  years  for     thee,  Hast  thoti  spent  one  for    Me  ? 

Give    thou  thy  -  self    to       Me,     And     I     will    welcome   thee. 


-^ •- 


f r  r  r  ifTs  tf  \P  f  f  f  f£#£ 


p   ■«-    ^ 


m 


Children's 


Words  by  G.  E.  Strobridge 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 


All  hail !  sweet  day  of   flow  -  ers, 

To      o  -  pen  founts  of    learn-  ing,  Our  church  invites  her    youth 

Not  songs  a  -  lone,  but   giv  -  ing,  Will   Je  -  sus'  smile  se  -  cure  ; 


ye    hap  -  py      hours, 
From  sin  and   er  -  ror   turn  -  ing, 
In    this  like  Him  we're  liv  -  ing 

>  j    r*  n   n   i 


And 
She 
Who 


I 


y=Ei 


Js 


■— K- 


m 


f 


? 


iK 


still  our  joys  pro  -  long  ! 
bids  them  gain  the  truth  ! 
for    our  sakes  was    poor. 


-r.     J 


As  through  the    heav-  ens    o'er       us,     The    sun     pur  -  sues    his       way, 

Then  crowd  the  school  and  col  -    lege,  Heed  wis-  dom's  beck'ning      ray  ; 

We      of    -   fer    now    our   treas  -  ure,    And     on      His     al   -   tar       lay 


fcbf 


n 


V— "- 


I— I 


5E 


tig 


CHORUS. 

->  ,  I     -m- 

-0 0 ±~ 
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fiE 
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We'll  raise  the  thrill -ing  cho  -  rus, — Be  glad  !  'tis  children's  day! 

O     may    a     thirst  for  knowledge  Be  rous'd  this  children's  day ! 

Both  hearts  and  gifts  with  pleas-ure,    On  this   our  children's  day ! 

-  r    r  iF-  i* — £ 


All  hail !  sweet  day 


of     flow 


r 

ers,     Of 
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:==± 


r, 
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Children's   Day. — concluded. 
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r 

birds    and  children';,     song  I       Flow  on,      ye      hap  -  py      hours, 


1 1 *-| F #—  — « # # # # #-—• 
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And    still    our    joys    pro  -   Ion 


F-» 


I— I 


n 


Words  by  Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 


u 
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^— ^ 
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Haste  away. 


% 


Music  by  S.  H.  Blakeslee. 


1=T 


1.  When  the  sun  shines  bright  and  clear  On  the    ho  -  ly     Sab-bath  day,      Fill'd  with  light  and  joy  and  cheer 

2.  With  the  schol-ars  gath-ered  there,    In    the  voice  of      hap  -  py   song,     With    a    heart  of  grate-ful  prav'r, 

3.  When  the  hour  of  school  is    o'er,     To  our  pleasant  homes  re  -  pair  ;    Keep  our  hearts  from  sin  and  stain, 


9#f  r  r  r  c 


I  L  I  U[ 


£i 


.k  k  v  ^  r       • 

D.  S.   Fill'd  with  light  and  joy  and  cheer. 


Fine. 


sr  i  i  t  + 


=t 


CHORUS. 

N        S 


From  our  homes  we  haste  a  -  way. 
Roll  the  cheer-  ful  strain  a  -  long. 
Let    us     live    for      Je  -  sus  there. 


E£E 


S3 


p== 


fc  ^ 


P^i 


Haste    a  -  way,     haste     a -way,      To    the   Sabbath  School    a  -  way 


To    the    Sab-  bath  School  a 


way  ! 
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Soli.     Andante. 
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Keep  Me,  Father. 

TUTTI. 


^m^^ 


Music  by  Asa  Hull. 

Soli. 


1 


fetst 


-!«-»- 


^^^j3r^3^ 


~   x    -  u      ■         i       M 

1.  Keep  me,     Father,       safe  -  ly     keep  me,   Nev  -  er       let     my     foot  -  steps  stray  ;      Lead  me      to     the 

2.  Keep  me,     Father,       safe  -  ly     keep  me,   Till      in     heav'n  I      wake  a   -    bove  ;     Make  me    pure  and 


g^ 


i 


^ 


3ES 


S^ 


& 
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j  j  j 
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^^^^^^m 


Very  slow. 


fount  e  -  ter 
good  and  ho 


nal,  There  my  doubts  and  fears    al  -  lay. 
ly,    Spot-less  make    me.,  like    the    dove. 


Keep     me,     Father, 
Keep     me,     Father, 


m 


±34 — *a 1 1 


W^m^Nr^ 


safe    -    ly    keep 
safe    -    ly    keep 

J       j     J 


me, 
me, 


?=F 


Soli.     A  little  faster. 
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From. .  all 
Till....  the 


iS^ 


m 


i  b    - 

dan  -  gers  on     the    way,  While  1  tread  the  pathway    rugged, Climb  the  hills  to  last-ing 
toil     of      life      is     o'er,    Till  the  an  -  gels  home  shall  bear  me,  Safely  to    the  heav'nly 


£=3 


o 


g: 


HiSfe 


day; 
shore; 
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TUTTI. 


Keep  Me,  Father.— concluded. 
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Ritard. 


w?mm 


^Till "  fLtr^nd  th?  ?athWl  .7? ' gCd'  CcH^  the  hills  t0    lastinS   da*  Climb  ^e  hills      to  last  -  ing  day 
Till    the    an -gels  home  shall  bear  me  Safely      to      the  heavenly  shore,  Safely      to       the  heav!nfy  shore 
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V-V- 


Words  by  Mrs.  E.  W.  Chapman. 
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My  Name. 


pESEslsEjESES 


Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 
K    f^    K     N 


1/  :  -  p 

i.  My  name  on  Jesus'  hands  In  crimson  lines  is  traced  ;  And  not  one  let  -  ter  there  Can  ev-er     be    ef-faced 
2.  My  name  .son  His  heart  His  grace  and  love  are  mine;  And  with  His  jewels  bright,My  soul  at  last  shall  shine 
3-  My  name  within  His  book  Is  writ  with  pen  dlvine  ;  And  when  with  Him  I  reign, HiXieSbe  mine 

£  £  -  .  '     N 

—  if-^-r-^— rf— *-!*»— 0- 


'CHORUS 


f    f     g    Bl     ■  f   *   ■ 


My  name  my  Saviour  knows,  Heknows  from  whence  I  came;  And  when  in  heav'n  He  calls,  I'll  answer  Lime. 
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Zion,  City  of  God. 


Moderate 
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Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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O     how  love  -  ly,     O     how  love- ly,      O     how  love     -     ly      is      Zi  -  on  !  Joy  and  peace  shall  dwell,  shall 


*  i 
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^=^ 
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QUARTETTE,    OR   SEMI-CHORUS. 


Obligato. 


^=a 


■'  '--l 


duel!  in  thee,  O  thou  cit-  y      of     our   God  ! 
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Joy  and  peace  shall  dwell  in  thee,     And  the  voice   of    mel  -  o  -  dy 
p      0      * P- 
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peace             shall 
Joy  and  peace  shall 

dwell, . .    shall 
dwell  in   thee, 
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dwell              in 
Joy  and  peace  shall 
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thee, And  the 

dwell  in  thee, 
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voice,            the 
Joy  and  peace  shall   c 
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voice           of 
Iwell  in   thee, 

rP      P      P , 

9-J2-I — 1 — 1 — u 
=^—9 — • — 0 — 0 — » — 

f  T   *   *— 

-ij-^H — e — 

y^      | 1 

_| 1 1 £ 

-#— 0 — 0 — 1 

—0 0 0 0 

—  1 ' 1 1 

-|t_|*_ 

■—• «— 

~^-^  1    F™1 

%  \T\ 

v-v-v-A — 1 — ' 

H> — </ — 1 

COPYRIGHT,   1884,   BY    ASA    HULL. 


p 


f-fr-f 


Zion,  City  of  God. — concluded. 
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Duet. 
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mel     -     -     o  -  civ.  Joy    and  gladness    be    with- in    thee,  Zi  -  on,  cit  -  v     built  on    high!  Andpros- 

And  the  voice   oi     mel  -  o  -  dy. 
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Rit.     cres. 
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Full  Chorus.— ^4  nimato. 
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thy    pal  -  a-  ces, 

0     thou  cit  -    y       of 

our  God  !     O      how  love-  ly,     0      how 
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love-ly,  lovely    is     Zi  -  on,  cit-  y    of  God  !  Joy  and  peace  shall  dwell  in  thee, Beautiful  Zi-  on,  cit-  y     of  God  ! 
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The  Lord  is  Risen  Indeed. 


Words  by  Mrs.  R.  N.  Turner. 


Music  by  W.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1 

I.     O      day      of    res- ur  -  rec  -  tion,   Most  ho  -   ly    fair    and  bright!  That  from  the  night  of     sor  -  row  Sprang 

2.  Bring  fra-grant  buds  and  blossoms,  And  East  -  er     lil  -  ies     fair,         To     fill      the     ho  -  ly     tern  -  pie    With, 

3.     O      bles  -  ed  Lord  tri  -  umphant,   No    sor-row  crowns  Thee  now.       But  maj  -  es   -  ty      e  -    ter  -  nal      A- 
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forth  with  liv-  ing   light.     We    hail    thy  ho  -  ly  dawning  With  songs  of  joy  once  more  ;  And    tell    the  wondrous 

in-cense  pure  and  rare  !     The  flow'rs  of  res  -  ur  -  rection  Make  sweet  and  fair  the  spring,  And    sa  -  cred  in  -  spi- 
dorns  Thy  ho  -  ly    brow  !    The  work    of  love  is    finished,  The  sac  -  ri  -  fice    is    done  !     All    hail,    O    ris  -  en 
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CHORUS. 


-N— N- 


3= 


*=* 


m 


tid  -  ings  In  glad  - 
ra  -  tion  From  their 
Sav  -  iour,  The     vie    ■ 
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ness  o'er  and  o'er ! 
Cre  -  a  -  tor  bring  ! 
.  to   -  ry      is    won  ! 

*      0         Is 


The  Lord 


ris'n  in-deed  !  And  glo  -  ry  crowns  the  King  !  The 
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The  Lord  is  Risen  Indeed.— concluded. 
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Lord  is  ris'n  indeed,The  joyful  tidings  ring!  Rc-joice, 


re-joice 


re-joice,        rejoice  !  O  earth,  ex-ultant  sing  ! 


frBHHi^ffn^;r:M^^ 


iE^=l=r£^ 


s±i 


*  Cornet  or  Organ. 


Jesus,  our  Refuge. 


1.  Thou    art  our    ref  -   uge,  Sav  -  iour  most  dear, 

2.  Friend  of  the  friend-less,  Strength  to  the    weak, 

3.  Come,   all  ye     wea  -  ry,  Bur-dened,  op  -  prest, 

4.  Thou   art  our    ref  -  uge,  Je    -  sus    our  King  ; 


Fgpff 


Words  and  Music  by  B.  F.  Brown 


3 


■g-^gr 
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Com-  fort  -  er,    pre  -  clous,  Help    ev  -  er     near; 
Need  -  y    'and  help  -  less,     Thy    face  we    seek 
Sweet    is     the   prom  -  ise,    He'll   give  you    rest  ; 
Prais  -  es    un  -  ceas  -  ing      To  Thee  we'll  sing  ; 


Cheer -ing  our    sad  -  ness,   Bless -ing   our  day! 


O  -    ver    us  watch -ing,    Guid-ing   our  ways. 
Bear    us      in     mer  -  cy        On    Thy  dear  breast,       Near  -  er      to    heav  -  en,     Near  -  er    Thy  rest. 
Je  -  sus  will   help    you,   Com  -  fort  He  brings,        Safe  -  ty     for 


mi 


Un  -  der  His  wings 
Star     of    our    jour  -  nev,'  With  Thy  pure    light       Bright -en    our   path  -  way,    Lead    us      a  -right. 
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Words  by  Mrs  E.  W.  Chapman. 


Joy-bells  are  Ringing. 


Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 
N- 


1.  Joy  -  bells  are  ring- ing,     the  Sav  -  iour  has     ris-en  ! 

2.  Flow -'rets  we're  twining    this  bright  Eas-ter  -  day; 

3.  Glad  -  some  the  mes-sage   we    love     to      re  -    peat  ; 


Myr-iads  are    tell  -  ing    the   glad  news  to-day  •, 
Em-blems  of   glad  -  ness  we    joy  -  f  ul  -  ly  bring  ; 
Je  -  sus  now  lives  and  for  -  ev  -    er  shall  reign  ; 
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An  -  thems  of  tri  -  umph  are  borne  on  the  breeze  ;  Sweet  is  ihe  mu  -  sic  and  joy  -  ful  the  lay. 
Bright-ness  and  glo  -  ry  have  dawned  on  our  race  ;  Je  -  sus  has  conquered,  Hisprais-es  we  sing. 
Great  was  the    tri  -  umph, the   vie  -  t'ry     complete,     Je    -  sus,  the    Con-q'ror,  will    soon  come    a -gain. 
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Joy- bells  are    ring-ing     o'er  mountain  and     sea;      Joy- bells  are    ring-ing    the    glad    ju  -  bi- lee  !   The 
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Joy-bells  are  Ringing. — concluded. 
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Joy  -  bells  are  ring- ing,     are  ring-in  g,     are    ring-ing!  Joy- bells  are    ring- ing 
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Words  by  Mrs.  E.VV.  Chapman.        All     Hail!       BleSSed     MOPIling. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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\  All  hail!  the  bless-ed    morn-ing!  That  saw  the  Lord  a    -   rise  !  O    hap-  py,  peaceful  dawning!  How 

'  I  Be- hold!  the  shin-ing    An  -  gel  The  stone  hath  roll'd  a  -   way!  Unbarr'd  the  darksome  pris- on  Where 

(All  hail!  the  bless-ed   morn-ing!   Let  songs  of    joy     re-   sound,       The  rock-hewn  bed   is    emp  -  ty,   And 


(  The  grave  no  more  hath  ter  -  ror  ;    A-  light  the  drear-  y       tomb, 
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For    Je  -  sus  there  has  en-  tered  And 
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sweet  was  thy  sur-  prise  1  M  He  rose,  He      rose      in  triumph  o'er  the  grave  ! 

the    Re-deem-er    lay!    \  \  He  rose,  He      rose,    and  [Omit ]    now  is  mighty  to     save! 

death  is    captive  bound!  ) 
cheer'd  its  fearful  gloom.  ,  He  rose  ! 
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Christ  is  Risen. 


Words  by  Eliza  M.  Sherman 
>  >        > 


Music  by  G.  Froelich. 
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Shout,  shout  ho-san  -  na!  shout  a    glad  ho  -  san-na  !  Shout, shout  ho-san  -  na!  shout  a    glad  ho  -  san  -  na  ! 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah  !  Christ  has  triumphed,  Christ  has  triumphed  o-ver    sin  ! 

*.   +   £.£:   £ ; ,  £  £    _   !♦  •  ♦  4t-   #.   #■   ♦    . . 


Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah  !  hal-  le  -  lu-jah  ! 
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Christ  has    tri-umphed  o    -     ver    sin !    Hal    -    le     -      lu    -     jah  !     Christ  has     tri-umphed  o  -    ver     sin  1 

Hal  -  le-  lu  -  jah  !  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  ! 
■0-       &  /*  ■#-•■#--  N    ■#-*•#•-  N  -#-       T  ^  /TV 


g^ 


E 


:fV  if  ft  fr* 


-        /TV  /TV 


» 


r — r — r-1 


COPYRIGHT,    1884,    BY    ASA    HULL. 


Christ  is  Risen. — concluded. 
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Solo. 
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1.  Christ  is     ris    -     en  !  Christ  is  ris  -  en  !  Shout  a  -  loud     with  glad  acclaim  !        He  has  burst  death's  bonds  a- 

2.  Tune  your  harps,  ye  men  and  an  -  gels,  In     a     sweet     and  joyous  strain  ;       On     the  cross,    despised,  re- 
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sun  -  der,    Glo  -  ry,  hon  -    or      to     His  name  ! 
ject-ecl,       Je  -  sus  died,     but    lives  a  -  gain  ! 


Lift  your  heads,  ye   gates  all    gold  -  en,      Let  the 
Je  -  sus  rose!    sing  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !     And  in 
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King      of  glo-ry      in  ! 
heav'n    ex-alt-ed     hieh 
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Shout  ho  -  san   -  na,  glad  ho-  san  -  na  !  Christ  has  triumphed  o  -    ver    sin 
Zi  -  on's  King  now  reigns  triumphant,  Reigns  a  -  like  o'er  earth  and  sky. 
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Christmas  Bells. 


Words  by  Birdie  Bell 
Cheerfully. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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i.  Ring  out,  O  bells,  right  mer-ri  -  ly,  For  Christmas  time  is    here  ;     Sing  out,  sweet  voic-es,  cheer-i  -  ly      A 

2.  Ye    sil-ver  chimes,  peal  sweetly  out,  And  herald  Christmas  morn  ;     O,    hap-py    voic  -  es,  glad-ly  shout  The 

3.  And  thus  with  joy-ful  hearts  we  greet  Thy  dawning,  Christmas  dear  ;  A    mer-ry  throng,  a  -  gain  we  meet,  To 
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greet  -  ing  loud  and  clear, 
ti-dings,  "  Christ  is  born.' 
wel  -  come  thee  with  cheer. 
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Ring  out,  ye    bells,    your  gladsome  lay,    And  let    no     heart    be       sad; 
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O,    ring  your  sweet-est    notes  to  -  day,  For  heav'n  and  earth  are  glad.     Ring  on,  ring  on,  ring 

on,  ye  bells,  gold-en  bells,  ring 
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Words  by  Bikdie  Bell. 
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The  Celestial  Chorus- 
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Music  by  E.  U.  Edel. 
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i.    Sweet-ly      and  soft  -  ly    on     my  ear     A    wondrous  cho-rus  breaks  ;    A    mel  -  o  -  dy  that  calms  all  fear, That 
2.   With -in      the  east,  lo!  Christmas  day  Breaks  with  its  ros-y    light;        My  soul,  that  song  divine    o  -  bey,  And 
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Cho. — Fear  not,      O  trembling  heart, but  sing,  For  thee  a    Saviour's  born  ;       Let  ev  -  'ry  soul    its  tribute  bring,  And 
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in   my  soul  a  -  wakes.  \  It       is   the  ech-o  of  the  song, First  heard  upon  that  night  ; 
praise  Him  day  and  night.  {  When  shepherds  saw  the  heav'nly  throng, In  [Omit.  .  .'. .  .]  glitt'ring  raiment  bright. 
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hail  the  joyous  morn. 
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Star  of  the  East. 


Words  and  Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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1.  Star    of    the  East,  O    beau-ti  -  ful  star, That  brought  the  wise  men  from  a- far  ;     Thy  wondrous  light  had 

2.  It     led  where  Christ  in  Bethle-hem  lay,    A    might-y    Sav  -  iour  born  this  day  ;     A  -  bove  His  low  -  ly 

3.  The  shepherds  saw  thy  wonder- ful  light,  And  came  to    wor-ship  Him  by  night ;  The  wise  men  brought  their 
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been    foretold  By  prophets  and  seers  of  old.               Star,  beau-ti-ful  star 
bed  stood  still,  While  angels  proclaimed  "  Good-will." 

gifts    a-long,  And  seraphs  poured  forth  their  song.  __ ^ 
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Star.  „ of  Beth-le-liem 
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Beauti-ful,  beauti-ful  star  !       Star of  Bethlehem,  Beautiful, beautiful  star  ! 

Beau-ti-ful  star  Beauti-ful  star  !  beauti-ful   star 
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The  Angels'  Song. 
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Words  by  Worth  Andrews. 
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Music  by  J.  H.  Tennby. 


i.  Quick-ly  the  bright  an  -  gel  -  ic  host,  Descend  from  heaven  to  earth  ; 
2.  Quick-ly  the  bright  an  -  gel  -  ic  throng  Still  car  -  ry  tid  -  ings  sweet ; 
2.   Quick-ly     the  bright  an  -  gel  -    ic    wing  The  dis  -  tant    a  -    zure  cleave  ; 
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i — «_ H 


fck 


m 


y^i 


CHORUS. 


±*d 


1  — 1         u    ' 

sin        is    lost,    They    tell       a     Sav  -  iour's    birth.  "  Glo  -  ry     to    God!"  the     an  -  gels  sing,  Nor 
soul      a  -  long    Up      to      the    mer  -  cy  -    seat. 
arch  -  es    ring,  When  souls   re  -  pent    and      live. 
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shall  their  song  be     vain  ; 
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Glo  -  ry     to  God  !  "  shall  sweetly  ring,  Till  earth  shall  catch  the  strain. 
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The  New-born  King. 


!  I 

1.  In       the     si-lence  of     the    night,  Shepherds  saw  a     heavenly     light 

2.  Then    a     host    appeared  and  sang,  Heav'n  with  hal-  le  -  lu  -  jahs  rang 


Words  and  Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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And  they  heard  the    an  -  gel 
Peace  on  earth,  good-will  to 
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say, "  Christ  the  Lord  "  is  born  to  -  day.     Glo-ry!  glo-ry     let    us      sing,     Glo-ry    to    the  new-born  King  ! 
men,  Was  proclaimed  at  Beth-le  -  hem.  I 
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Loud  ho  -  san-nas  we  will  raise,     In    the  great  Redeemer's  praise. 
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3  Wise  men,  guided  by  His  star, 
Sought  the  Stranger  from  afar  ; 
Brought  their  gifts  of  myrrh  and  gold 
To  Messiah,  long  foretold. 

Chorus. — Glory  !  glory,  etc. 

4  "Jesus,  Saviour,  mighty  Lord! 
Prince  of  Peace  !  "  by  heav'n  adored  ; 
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Life  and  light  He  came  to  bring 
J  •     Hail  we,    " 


then,  the  new-born  King! 
Chorus. — Glory  !  glory,  etc. 


Christ  is  born, 
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See  !  a  -  mid   the    win  -  ter's  snow,  Born  for  us     on     earth  be  -  low  ; 
Lo  !   with-in     a      man  -  ger    lies,   He  who  built  the    star  -  ry    skies  ; 
Sa  -  cred   in  -  fant,  all      di  -  vine,  What  a     ten- der    love  was  Thine, 
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See  !  the  ten  -  der  Lamb  ap-pears, 
He  who  throned  in  heights  sublime 
Thus  to    come  from  high-est    bliss, 
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demption's  hap-py    dawn  !  Sing  thro'     all        Je  -  ru    -    sa  -  lem  !  Christ  is      born     in     Beth  -  le  -  hem. 
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Carol,  Merrily  Carol 


§ 


Cheerfully . 
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Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  Beirly. 
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i.    Car  -  ol,  mer-ri  -  ly      car  -  ol  !    O      car-ol    a   song  of       love  To     Jesus,  our  in  -  fant  Sav    iour,  The 

2.  Car  -  ol,  mer-ri  -  ly      car  -  ol  !    O      car  -  ol  that  name  so     dear., —    All    beauti-ful  name  of     Je  -  sus  ;  'Tis 

3.  Car  -  ol,  mer-ri  -  ly      car  -  ol  !    O      car-ol  the  an  -  gel      lay,       "All    glo-ry   to  God    in    heav-en,    The 
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blessed  one  from  a  -  bove.  Car-ol,  cheeri  -  ly  car  -  ol!  Yes,  car-ol    a  song  of  praise,    To  Him  in  the  low-ly 

mu-sic  to  mor-tal    ear.  Car-ol,  cheeri  -  ly  car-  ol!  Yes,  carol  of  heaven's  bright  ray ;  The  glory  of  Christ  ap- 

Saviour  is  born  to  -  day."  Car-ol,  cheeri  -  ly  car  -  ol !  Yes,  car-ol  of  Christ  the  Lord  ;  Let  angels  and  men  for- 
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man-ger    A  song  of  thanksgiving  raise;     To  Him  in  the  low-ly  man-ger     A  song  of  thanksgiving  raise, 
pear-  eth  ;  All  darkness  hath  pass'd  a-way  ;  The  glo  -  ry  of  Christ  ap-pear  -  eth;  All  darkness  hath  pass'd  a-way. 
ev  -  er  Sound  forth  the  triumphant  word  ;   Let  angels  and  men  for-  ev  -  er  Sound  forth  the  triumphant  word. 
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Words  by  Lanta  Wilson  Smith. 
Duet  or  Quartette 


Merry  Christmas  Bells. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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i.    Ringwith  joy  and  gladness  The  mer-ry  Christmas  bell ;  Let   its  tuneful  ech  •  o     The  sa-cred  sto-ry  tell! 

2.  Ring  the  bells  with  gladness, But  ring  them  softly    now  ;  See  the  wond'ring  Ma-gi     Be-  fore  the  manger  bow, 

3.  Ring  the  bells  with  gladness,  For  Je-  sus  came  to  save;  He    for  guilt-y    sin-ners  The  ransom  freely  gave  ; 
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How  the  lone-ly  shepherds,  Up  -  on  the  hills  at  night,   Heard  the  an-gel  message,  And  saw  the  ho-ly  light. 
Where  the  King  of  Glo-ry,  The  Day-spring  from  the  skies,  Christ, the  blessed  Saviour,  A  helpless  infant  lies. 
On  this  mer-ry  Christmas,While  joyful-ly  we    sing;       As     a  hum-ble  tribute,  Our  hearts  to  Him  we  bring  ! 
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Refkain. 


Merry  Christmas  Bells. — concluded. 
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Ring O         ring with      glad         -         -  ness,  Ye  merry  Christmas  bells! 

Ring,    O    ring  with  glad  -  ness,     Ring,    O    ring  with  glad  -  ness,      Ring,   O   ring  with  glad  -  ness,  Ye     (Omit  id  time ) 
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mer  -  ry  Christmas  bells!  Ye    merry  Christmas  bells  !  Ye    merry  Christmas  bells!  Christmas  bells! 

Christmas  bells  ! 
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Words  by  Carlos  Simms. 


Sprightly.    | 


Merry  Christmas! 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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Merry  Christmas  !  loudly  ringing  From  the  hill- top  and  the  vale  ; 

Happy  voi  -  ces,  sweetly  singing,  Waft  the  tid-  ings  [Omit ]     on  the  gale  !  Bells  are  pealing,  horns  are 

j  Merry  Christmas!  grandly  swelling  From  the  cit- y's    nois-y    street; 

I   Be    it    high    or    low-  ly  dwelling,  All  is    hap  -  pi  -  [Omit.  ...]  ness  complete.  Princely  gifts  and  love's  dear 
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Merry  Christmas ! — concluded. 
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blowing;  phristmas greetings  fill  the  air;  Drums  are  beating, mirth  is  flowing, Joy  supreme  reigns  everywhere  ! 
token,  Friends  are  scattering  wide  and  free;  These  with  words  in  kindness  spoken, Fill  the  youthful  heart  with  glee! 


M 0^L  £ _  C 0 *^#-r 


s\>\,  r  1  mil  !  i/  u 


#-*-#- 


i^^ 


J— I— ^j: 


-* — ^-*- 


# — # — #^-#- 


I      1      1 


» — # — p  • » 


ea 


Refrain.* 


=t=t 


-N— S- 


# # #T-#- 


MMttM 


-0 0- 


pp                                                                                                     nip                   cres- 
Christmas, merry  Christmas!  Christmas, merry  Christmas!  Christmas, merry  Christmas!  Christmas,merry  Christmas! 
♦  Christ-mas! Christ-mas! 
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Merry  Christmas  ! Merry  Christmas  ! 

Mer- ry  Christmas!  Christmas,  mer-ry  Christmas!  Mer-ry  Christmas!    Christmas,  mer-ry  Christmas! 
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*  Divide  School  or  Sopranos  here,  one  half  singing  their  part  through  to  the  end,  the  other  half  only  sing  "  Merry  Christmas  !  "  to  the  long 
notes  in  the  last  brace.    This  piece  may  be  lengthened,  and  perhaps  improved,  by  singing  the  Refrain  in  advance  of  the  first  verse  as  well  as  after  it. 
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Words  by  Marian  Froelich. 
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Glory  in  the  Highest! 
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Music  by  G.  Froelich 
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1.  Hark!  mysterious  thro' the  night,  Glory  in  the  highest!  Flooding  earth  with  music  bright!  Glory  in  the  high-est! 

2.  How  it  rolls  from  star  to  star,     Glory  in  the  high-est!  Thro'  Cre-a-tion  near  and  far,  Glo-ry  in  the  high-est! 

3.  Still 'tis  sung  around  the  throne,  Glory  in  the  high-est!  Dearest  song  to  mortals  known, Glory  in  the  high-est! 
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Joy  to  earth,  ye  sons  ol  men,  Glo-ry  in  the  high-est ! 

Bear,  ye  breezes,  on  your  wings,Glory  in  the  high-est ! 

Bond  of  heaven's  e-  ter-nal  peace, Glory  in  the  high-est ! 
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Hail  to  lit-  tie  Belh-le-hem,  Glo-ry  in  the  high-est! 
E  -  ven  ocean's  thunder  sings  Glory  in  the  high-est! 
Nev-er  will  its  ech  -  o  cease,  Glory  in  the  high-est! 
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He  the  King  of  heav'n  above,  Glory  in  the  high-est !     Man-i-fests  His  matchless  love, Glory  in  the 

Streams  and  fountains  join  the  song, Glory  in  the  highest !     Ri  -val  thus  the  heav'nly  throng, Glory  in  the 

While  we  live  our  songs  shall  be  Glory  in  the  highest!  And  thro' all    e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty,     Glo-ry  in  the 


high-est ! 
high-est  I 
high-est ! 
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Glory  in  the  Highest !— concluded 

CHORUS.     Animated. 


153 


Glo-ry!  sing  it      a -gain,  Glo-ry  *in    the  high-est !    Child    of      Beth  -  le-hem,    Glo-ry    in    thehigh-estl 
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Child  of  the  manger,  low    -    ly,  Infant  Re-deem-er,  ho     -     ly,        Thine  is  the  praise,  Glad  Christmas  lays, 

Child  of      the  man  -  ger,  low  -  ly,      In         -         fant      Re-deem-er,   ho  -  ly, 
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Glo  -  ry     in    the  high  -  est !      Thine  is    the  praise,  Glad  Crfristmas  lays,     Glo  -  ry    in      the  high  -  est 
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154  There  is  Joy  in  Heaven, 

Words  by  Reginald  Heber. 
ist  time,  Quartette.     Repeat  Full  Chorus.     .  .  w 
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Music  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 
Solo. 


i.  There  was  joy  inheav'n!  There  was  joy  in  heav'n!  There  was  joy,tfiere  was  joy  in  heav'n  ! 

2.  There  was  joy  inheav'n!  There  was  joy  in  heav'n!  There  was  joy,  there  was  joy  in  heav'n  ! 

3.  There  is    joy  in  heav'n!  There  is  joy   in  heav'n!  There  is  joy,  there  is  joy    in 


heav'n  ! 
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When  the  sheep  that 
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world  to  frame  The  Lord  of  might  and    mer  -  cy  came;  Shouts  of    joy  were  heard  on  high, 
mid-night  beam  Dawn'd  on  the  tow'r  of  Beth  -  le  -  hem  ;  And    a  -  long  the    ech-oing  hill 

'is-dom's  way;  When  the  soul,  by  grace  sub-dued, 
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from    the  sky.         "Glo 
earth  good  will." 
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"  Glory   be    to    God  ! 
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Glo 


Glo  -  ry   be    to    God 


Glo  -  ry  be      to    God,    to     God    on     high  ! 
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There  is  Joy  in  Heaven. — concluded. 
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Glo-  ry  !    glo  -  ry !    glo  -    ry  !        Glo  -  ry     to  God  on  high  !  "    Then  there  is  joy,  there  is    joy      in  heav'n  ! 
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Then  there  is  joy,  there  is  joy  in  heav'n!  Then  there  is  joy, there  is  joy  in  heav'n!  When  the  sheep  that  stray  Have  re- 
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turn'd  to    wisdom's  way.      Glo-ry    to  God  !  there  is  joy    in  heav'n  !  Glo- ry  to  God  !  there  is    joy    in  heav'n 
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Blessed  are  the  People. 
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Fine. 


Bless  -  ed  are  the  peo  -  pie  that  know  the  joy-ful  sound  !  Bless-ed  are  the  peo  -  pie  that  know  the  joyful  sound  ! 
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They  shall  walk,   O     Lord,    in  the     light     of  Thy  countenance, They  shall  walk, O  Lord, in  the     light     of  Thy 
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Blessed  are  the  People. — concluded. 
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countenance.  And  in  Thy  Name  shall  they  rejoice!  shall  they  rejoice!  shall  they  rejoice!       And  in  Thy  Name  shall 
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they    re  -  joice  all      the  clay  long.       And     in       Thy  righteousness  shall  they  be     ex    -    alt  -  ed.And  in  Thy 
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name  shall  they  re-joice  ! And       in       Thy  name   shall  they      re    -    joice 

And  in    Thy   name  shall  they  re  -  joice  !  S~~   S     ^* 
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FAMILIAR     HYMNS 


Words  by  Isaac  Watts. 


Uxbridge. 


Music  by  Dr.  L.  Mason. 
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1.  From  all  that  dwell  be-low    the     skies,  Let    the  Cre  -  a  -  tor's  praise  a   -    rise  ;     Let     the  Re-deem-er's 

2.  E    -    ter-nal    are  Thy  mer-cies,   Lord  ;  E  -  ter  -  nal  truth  attends  Thy  word  :  Thy  praise  shall  sound  from 
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sung,  Thro'  ev  -  ery  land,  by 
shore,  Till  suns  shall  rise  and 
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SECOND    HYMN. 


Your  lofty  themes,  ye  mortals,  bring  ; 
In  songs  of  praise  divinely  sing  ; 
The  great  salvation  loud  proclaim, 
And  shout  for  joy  the  Saviour's  name. 

In  every  land  begin  the  song  ; 
To  every  land  the  strains  belong  . 
In  cheerful  sounds  all  voices  raise, 
And  fill  the  world  with  loudest  praise. 


1  Lord,  I  am  Thine,  entirely  Thine, 
Purchased  and  saved  by  blood  divine  ; 
With  full  consent  Thine  would  I  be, 
And  own  Thy  sov'reign  right  in  me. 

2  Grant  one  poor  sinner  more  a  place 
Among  the  children  of  Thy  grace  ; 
A  wretched  sinner,  lost  to  God, 
But  ransom'd  by  Immanuel's  blood. 
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Thine  would  I  live — Thine  would  I  die  ; 
Be  Thine  through  all  eternity  ; 
The  vow  is  past  beyond  repeal, 
And  now  I  set  the  solemn  seal. 

Here,  at  that  cross  where  flows  the  blood, 
That  bought  my  guilty  soul  for  God, — 
Thee,  my  new  Master,  now  I  call, 
And  consecrate  to  Thee  my  all. 


Words  by  J.  Keble. 
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1.  Sun    of   my     soul,  Thou  Sav-iour  dear,       It     is    not    night  if      Thou  be    near; 

2.  When  the  soft  dews  of      kind-ly    sleep     My  wearied    eye  -  lids    gen-tly    steep 
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Be  my  last  thought,  how 
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cloud      a  -  rise      To    hide  Thee  from  Thy    ser-vant's  eyes, 
sweet     to      rest     For  -  ev  -  er        on      my     Sav-iour's  breast. 
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Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live  ; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 

If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine, 
Have  spurned  to-day  the  voice  divine — 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin  ; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 


SECOND    HYMN. 
Praise  waits  in  Zion,  Lord,  for  Thee : 

Thy  saints  adore  Thy  holy  name  ; 
Thy  creatures  bend  th'  obedient  knee, 

And  humbly  now  Thy  presence  claim. 
Eternal  Source  of  truth  and  light, 

To  Thee  we  look,  on  Thee  we  call ; 
Lord,  we  are  nothing  in  Thy  sight, 

But  Thou  to  us  art  all  in  all. 
Still  may  Thy  children  in  Thy  word, 

Their  common  trust  and  refuge  see  ; 
O,  bind  us  to  each  other,  Lord, 

By  one  great  bond, — the  love  of  Thee. 


THIRD    HYMN. 

r   How  sweetly  flowed  the  Gospel's  sound 
From  lips  of  gentleness  and  grace, 
Whilst  listening  thousands  gathered  round, 
And  joy  and  reverence  filled  the  place. 

2  From  heaven  lie  came,  of  heaven  He  spoke, 

To  heaven  He  lead  His  followers'  way  ; 
Dark  clouds  of  gloomy  night  Pie  broke, 
Unveiling  an  immortal  day. 

3  Come,  wanderers,  to  my  Father's  home  ; 

Come,  all  ye  weary  ones,  and  rest. 
Yes,  sacred  Teacher  !  we  will  come, 
Obey,  and  be  forever  blest, 
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Mwsic  by  Chas.  Zeuner. 
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I.  Ye  Christian  heralds,  go,  proclaim,  Sal- va-tion  in       Im-man-uel's  name  ;       To  distant  climes  the  tidings 
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2  He'll  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  fire, 
With  holy  zeal  your  hearts  inspire  ; 
Bid  raging  winds  their  furies  cease, 
And  calm  the  savage  breast  to  peace. 

3  And  when  our  labors  are  all  o'er, 
Then  shall  we  meet  to  part  no  more, — 
Meet,  with  the  blood-bought  throng  to  fall, 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  of  all. 


SECOND    HYMN. 

How  pleasant,  how  divinely  fair, 
O  Lord  of  hosts,  Thy  dwellings  are  ; 
With  long  desire  my  spirit  faints, 
To  meet  th'  assemblies  of  Thy  saints. 


THIRD    HYMN. 

While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light, 
Mercy  is  found,  and  peace  is  given  ; 

But  soon,  ah,  soon,  approaching  night 
Shall  blot  out  every  hope  of  heaven. 


2  My  flesh  would  rest  in  Thine  abode  ; 
My  panting  heart  cries  out  for  God : 
My  God  !  my  King  !  why  should  1  be 
So  far  from  all  my  joys  and  Thee  ? 


2  While  God  invites,  how  blest  the  day! 

How  sweet  the  Gospel's  charming  sound  ! 
Come,  sinner,  haste,  O  haste  away, 
While  yet  a  pard'ning  God  is  found. 


3  Blest  are  the  saints,  who  sit  on  high, 
Around  Thy  throne  above  the  sky  ; 
Thy  brightest  glories  shine  above, 
And  all  their  work  is  praise  and  love. 


3  Soon,  borne  on  time's  most  rapid  wing, 
Shall  death  command  you  to  the  grave, 
Before  His  bar  your  spirits  bring, 
And  none  be  found  to  hear  or  save. 


Rothwell. 


Words  by  Isaac  Watts 
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Music  by  W.  Tansur. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  shall  reign  where'er  the     sun    Does  his    suc-ces-sive   jour-neys  run  ;    His  kingdom  spread  from 

2.  From  north  to  south  the    princes    meet,  To    pay  their  hom-age     at     His    feet ;  While  western  em  -  pires 
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shore  to     shore,  Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane    no  more, 
own  their  Lord,  And  sav  -  age  tribes    at  -  tend  His  word, 


Till    moons  shall  wax 
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and  wane  no  more, 
at  -  tend   His  won':. 


3  To  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  endless  praises  crown  His  head  ; 
His  Name  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

SECOND 

1  Great  God,  attend  while  Zion  sings 
The  joy  that  from  Thy  presence  springs  ; 
To  spend  one  day  with  Thee  on  earth 
Exceeds  a  thousand  days  of  mirth. 

2  Might  I  enjoy  the  meanest  place 
Within  Thy  house,  O  God  of  grace, 
Not  tents  of  ea>e  nor  thrones  of  power 
Should  tempt  my  feet  to  leave  Thy  door. 


4  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song  ; 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  His  Name. 

HYMN. 

3  God  is  our  Sun, — He  makes  our  day  ; 
God  is  our  Shield, — He  guards  our  way 
From  all  assaults  of  hell  and  sin, 
From  foes  without  and  foes  within. 

4  All  needful  grace  will  God  bestow, 
And  crown  that  grace  with  glorv  too  ; 
He  gives  us  all  tilings,  and  withholds 
No  real  good  from  upright  souls. 
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Ward. 


Words  by  Mrs.  A.  L.  Barbauld. 


Scotch  Melody. 


P 


fe^H 


*=* 


t=t 


How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies, When  sinks  a 
So  fades  a    sum-mer  cloud  a  -  way  ;    So  sinks  the 
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How  mildly  beam  the 
So  gen-tly  shuts  the 
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clos  -  ing  eyes,  How  gen-tly    heaves  th'  ex-pir-ing  breast, 
eye     of     day ;   So  dies     a        wave     a  -  long  the  shore. 
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3  A  holy  quiet  reigns  around, 

A  calm  which  life  nor  death  destroys ; 
And  naught  disturbs  the  peace  profound 
Which  his  unfettered  soul  enjoys. 

4  Life's  labor  done,  as  sinks  the  clay, 

Light  from  the  load,  the  spirit  flies, 
While  heav'n  and  earth  combine  to  say, 
How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies  f 


SECOND    HYMN. 

1  How  vain  is  all  beneath  the  skies ! 

How  transient  every  earthly  bliss  ! 
How  slender  all  the  fondest  ties 
That  bind  us  to  a  world  like  this  ! 

2  The  evening  cloud,  the  morning  dew, 

The  with'ring  grass,  the  fading  flow'r, 
Of  earthly  hopes  are  emblems  true — 
The  glory  of  a  passing  hour. 

3  But  though  earth's  fairest  blossom  die, 

And  all  beneath  the  skies  is  vain, 
There  is  a  brighter  world  on  high, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  care  and  pain. 


THIRD    HYMN. 

1  Lord  of  the  Sabbath,  hear  us  pray, 
In  this  Thy  house,  on  this  Thy  day  ; 
And  own,  as  grateful  sacrifice, 

The  songs  which  from  Thy  servants  rise. 

2  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love, 
But  there's  a  nobler  rest  above ; 

To  that  our  lab'ring  souls  aspire, 
With  ardent  hope,  and  strong  desire. 

3  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress, 
Nor  sin  nor  hell  shall  reach  the  place  ; 
No  sighs  shall  mingle  with  the  songs, 
Which  warble  from  immortal  tongues. 


Words  by  Doddridge. 
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English  Melody 
CHORUS. 
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j  O  hap-py    day,    that  fix'd  my  choice   On  Thee,  my  Sav  -  iour  and  my  God  !    ) 
*  \  Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice,    And  tell  its     rap  -  tures  all     a  -  broad.  ) 
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Hap-py    day,    hap-py 
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day,  When  Jesus  wash'd  my  sins  away !     He  taught  me  hoAV  to  watch  and  pray,  And  live  rejoicing  ev-ery  da 
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2  O  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 

To  Him  who  merits  all  my  love  ! 
Let  sacred  anthems  fill  His  house, 

While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. — Chorus. 

3  'Tis  done  !  the  great  transaction's  done  ! 

I  am  my  Lord's,  and  He  is  mine  : 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 

Charm'd  to  confess  the  voice  divine. — Chorus. 

4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart  ; 

Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  rest  , 
Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart : 

With  Him,  of  ev'ry  good  possess'd. —  Chorus. 


SECOND    HYMN. 
Awake,  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays, 
And  sing  the  great  Redeemer's  praise  ; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me, 
His  loving-kindness,  O  how  free ! — Chorus. 

He  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall, 

Yet  loved  me  notwithstanding  all  ; 

He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate, 

His  loving-kindness,  O  how  great! — Chorus. 

When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 

Has  gathered  thick  and  thundered  loud, 

He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood, 

His  loving  kindness,  0  how  good  !  —  Chorus. 
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The  Land  of  Promise, 


Words  by  Isaac  Watts. 


From  Rink. 
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1.  There    is        a  land      of      pure    de-light,  Where  saints  im-mor -  tal 

2.  Sweet  fields,  be-yond  the     swell-ing  flood,  Stand  dressed  in  liv  -  ing 

3.  O,     could  we  make  our   doubts  remove,  Those  gloomy  doubts  that 
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eludes  the  night,  And    pleas  -  ures  ban  -  ish 

Ca  -  naan  stood,  While  Jor  -  dan  rolled  be 

that      we  love  With      un    -    be-cloud  -  ed 
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nev  -  er-with  -  'ring 
cross  this  nar  -  row 
view  the  land-scape 


flow'rs  ;  Death,  like  a  nar  -  row  sea,  divides  This  heav'n-ly  land  from  ours, 
sea,  And  lin  -  ger,  shiv-'ring,  on  the  brink,  And  fear  to  launch  a  -  way. 
o'er,        Not      Jor-dan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood,  Could  fright  us  from  the  shore. 
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Emmons. 


Words  by  J.  Cennick. 
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Arranged  from  Burgmuli.ek. 
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1.  Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb,  I  love  to    hear  of  Thee  ; 

2.  O,  may     I    ev  -  er  hear  Thy  voice  In  mercy    to      me  speak  ! 
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No    mu  -  sic  like  Thy  charming  name,  Nor 
In    Thee,  my  Priest,  will  I      rejoice,  And 
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My  Jesus  shall  be  still  my  theme, 
While  on  this  earth  I  stay, 

I'll  sing  my  Jesus'  lovely  name, 
When  all  things  else  decay. 

When  I  appear  in  yonder  cloud, 
With  all  His  favored  throng, 

Then  will  I  sing  more  sweet,  more  loud, 
And  Christ  shall  be  my  song. 


SECOND   HYMN.— Tune, 
On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand, 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land, 

Where  my  possessions  lie. 
O,  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene, 

That  rises  to  my  sight ! 
Sweet  fields  arrayed  in  living  green, 

And  rivers  of  delight. 
There  generous  fruits  that  never  fail, 

On  trees  immortal  grow  ; 
There  rock,  and  hill,  and  brook,  and  vale, 

With  milk  and  honey  flow. 


Land  of  Promise." 

4  O'er  all  those  wide-extended  plains 

Shines  one  eternal  day  ; 
There  God  the  Son  forever  reigns, 
And  scatters  night  away. 

5  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place, 

And  be  forever  blest  ? 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face, 
And  in  His  bosom  rest  ? 

6  Filled  with  delight  my  raptured  soul 

Would  here  no  longer  stay  ; 
Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll, 
Fearless  I'd  launch  away. 
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Words  by  H.  Bonar. 


The  Resting  Place. 
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one,  lay  down  Thy  head  upon  my 
thirsty  one,  Stoop  down  and  drink, 


breast."      I    came  to   Je  -  sus    as     I  was,  Wea-ry,  and  worn,  and  sad  ; 
and  live."    I    came  to   Je  -  sus  and,  I  drank  Of  that  life-giv-ing    stream  ; 
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I  found  in   Him  a     rest -ing-place,  And  He  has  make  me  glad. 
My  thirst  was  quench'd,my  soul  reviv'd,  And  now  I  live  in      Him. 
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I  h«ard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  I  am  this  dark  world's  light  ; 
Look  unto  Me,  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  Him  my  Star,  my  Sun  ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk. 

Till  trav'ling  days  are  done. 
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Music  by  E.  L.  White. 
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1.  Te  -  ru  -  sa-lem,  my  glorious  home,  Name  ever  dear  to     me!  When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end,  In 

2.  There  happier  bow'rs  than  Eden's  bloom,  Xor  sin, nor  sorrow  know;  Blest  seats,  thro'  rude  and  stormy  scenes, I 
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Thy  bulwarks.with  salvation  strong,  And  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view,  And  realms  of  endless  day. 
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Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets  there, 

Around  my  Saviour  stand  ; 
And  soon,  my  friends  in  Christ  below 

Will  join  the  glorious  band. 
Jerusalem,  my  glorious  home, 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee! 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end. 

When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 


168  Jesus  Died  for  All. 

Words  by  Samuel  Medley. 
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Music  by  S.  J.  Vail. 
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1.  O,  what    a  -  mazing  words  of  grace  Are  in    the    Gospel     found  !  Suit  -  ed      to     ev  -  'ry     sinner's  case  Who 

2.  Poor,  sin-ful,  thirsty,    fainting  souls,  Are  f ree-ly    welcome  here  ;       Sal  -  va  -  tion  like  a        riv  -  er  rolls,  A  - 
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all     mankind  ;  Bless  God,  He    died  for      me. 
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3  Come,  then,  with  all  your  wants  and  wounds; 

Your  every  burden  bring  ; 
Here  love,  unchanging  love,  abounds, — 
A  deep,  celestial  spring. —  Chorus. 

4  Millions  of  sinners  vile  as  you, 

Have  here  found  life  and  peace  ; 
Come,  then,  and  prove  its  virtues  too, 
And  drink,  adore,  and  bless. —  Chorus. 


Henley, 
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Music  by  Dr.  L.  Mason 
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1.  Come  un  -  to     Me  when    shad-ows  dark-ly    gath  -  er,     When  the    sad  heart    is       wea-ry    and    dis-tressed, 

2.  Ye  who  have  mourn'd  when  the  spring  flow'rs  were  taken, When  the  ripe  fruit  fell      rich  -  ly     to     the  ground, 
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Seek  -  ing  for  com  -  fort    from  your  heav'nly    Fa  -  ther,   Come  un  -  to     Me,   and       I     will  give  you    rest. 
When  the  lov'd  slept,  in    bright-er  homes  to    wak  -  en,  Where  their  pale  brows  with  spirit-wreaths  are  crown'd. 
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3  Large  are  the  mansions  in  thy  Father's  dwelling  ; 
Glad  are  the  homes  that  sorrows  never  dim  ; 
Sweet  are  the  harps  in  holy  music  swelling  ; 

Soft  are  the  tones  which  raise  the  heavenly  hymn. 


r 

4  There,  like  an  Eden  blossoming  in  gladness, 

Bloom  the  fair  flowers  the  earth  too  rudely  pressed  ; 
Come  unto  Me,  all  ye  who  droop  in  sadness, 
Come  unto  Me,  and  I  will  give  you  rest  ! 


SECOND    HYMN.— Tune, 


i   Let  every  mortal  ear  attend, 
And  every  heart  rejoice  ; 
The  trumpet  of  the  Gospel  sounds 
With  an  inviting  voice.  —  Chorus. 

2  Ho  !  all  ye  hungry,  starving  souls,* 
That  feed  upon  the  wind, 
And  vainly  strive  with  earthly  toys 
To  fill  an  empty  mind: — Chorus. 


"Jesus  Died  for  All." 

3  Eternal  Wisdom  hath  prepared 

A  soul-reviving  feast, 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites 
The  rich  provision  taste. — Chorus. 

4  Ho  !  ye  that  pant  for  living  streams, 

And  pine  away  and  die, 
Here  you  may  quench  your  raging  thirst 
With  springs  that  never  dry. —  Chorus. 


Jerusalem  the  Golden. 


Music  by  Alexander  Ewing. 
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1.  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem  the  gold  -  en  !  With  milk  and  hon-ey  blest ; 

2.  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Zi  -  on,   All     ju  -  bi  -  lant  with  song, 

3.  And  they  who  with  their  Lead-er  Have  conquer'd  in    the    fight, 
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Be-neath  thy  con  -  tern  -  pla  -  tion  Sink 
And  bright  with  many  an  an  -  gel,  And 
For    ev  -  er     and  for  -  ev  -  er     Are 
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heart  and  voice  op  -  prest. 
all  the  mar  -  tyr  throng, 
clad   in  robes  of     white. 
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I     know  not,    01     I      know    not  What  joys      a -wait  me     there;     What 
There     is     the  throne  of      Da  -  vid,  And  there  from  toil  re  -  leased,     The 
O      lane  that  seest  no       sor  -  row  !  O     state  that  fear'st  no  strife  !        O 
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ra  -  dian  -  cy     of 
shout  of    them  that 
roy  -  al    land    of 


glo  -  ry,  What  bliss  be-yond  com  -  pare, 
tri  -  umph,  The  song  of  them  that  feast, 
flow  -  ers  !    O     realms  of  home  and     life  ! 
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4. 

O  sweet  and  blessed  country 

The  home  of  God's  elect  1 
O  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

That  eager  hearts  expect  ! 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest ; 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 


p 


Missionary  Hymn. 

Words  by  R.  Heber. 
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Music  by  Dr.  L.  Mason. 
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1.  From  Greenland's  i-cy  mountains,  From  India's  co  -  ral    strand,  Where  Afric's  sun  -  ny   fountains  Roll 

2.  What  tho'  the    spi  -  cy  breez  -  es  Blow  soft  o'er  Cey-lon's  isle  ;     Tho'  ev  -  ery  pros-peel  pleas  -  es,  And 

3.  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  light-ed  With  wis-dom  from  on     high, — Shall  we    to    men  be  -  night-ed    The 
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down  their  gold-en      sand  ; 
on  -  ly    man    is        vile  : 
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From  many  an  an-cient 
In  vain  with  lav-ish 
Sal   -   va  -  tion,  O,    sal   ■ 


riv  -  er,   From  many  a 

kind  -  ness  The    gifts    of 

va  -    tion  !  The  joy  -  ful 


palm-y         plain, 
God   are      strewn 
sound  pro  -  claim, 
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They    call     us 
The     hea-then, 
Till  earth's  re  - 
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to  de  -  liv  -  er  Their  land  from  er  -  ror's  chain. 
in  his  blind-ness,  Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone, 
mot-est       na  -  tion  Has  learnedHKes-si-ah's    name. 
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Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  His  story. 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole  : 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 
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Scatter  Seeds  of  Kindness. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  Albert  Smith. 
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Music  by  S.  J.  Vail. 
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up    the  sun-beams,  Ly  -  ing    all     a  -  round  our  path  ;     Let     us      keep  the  wheat  and 
Strange  \\ie  nev-er  prize  the  mu  -  sic      Till  the  sweet-voiced  bird  is  flown  !  Strange  that  we  should  slight  the 
If     we  knew  the    ba  -  by    fin  -gers,  Pressed  against  the  win-dow  pane,     Would  be    cold    and    stiff     to  - 
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ros  -  es,  Cast-ing  out  the  thorns  and  chaff  ;  Let  us  find  our  sweet-est  com-fort  In  the  blessings  of  to-day, 
vio-lets  Till  the  love-ly  flow'rs  are  gone  !  Strange  that  summer  skies  and  sunshine  Never  seem  one  half  so  fair, 
morrow,  Nev-er  troub-le     us     a  -  gain, — Would  the  bright  eyes  of  our  darling  Catch  the  frown  up-on  our  brow  ? 
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CHORUS. 
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With    a     pa  -  tient  hand  re- 
As  when  win-  ter's  snow-y 
Would  the  prints  of  ros-  y 
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mov-ing  All  the  bri  -  ars  from  the  way, 
pinions  Shake  the  white  down  in  the  air. 
hn-gers  Vex  us    then    as  they  do    now  ? 


Then  scatter  seeds  of  kindness,  Then 
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Scatter  Seeds  of  Kindness. — concluded. 
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4  Ah  !  those  little  ice-cold  fingers, 

How  they  point  the  memories  back 
To  the  hasty  words  and  actions 

Strewn  around  our  backward  track  ! 


How  these  little  hands  remind  us, 

As  in  snowy  grace  they  lie, 
Not  to  scatter  thorns,  but  roses, 

For  our  reaping  by  and  by. — Chorus. 


Pleyel's  Hymn, 


Music  by  Pleyel. 
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I   Lord  of  hosts,  how  lovely  fair,        2  From  Thy  gracious  presence  flows 

E'en  on  earth,  Thy  temples  are  !  Bliss  that  softens  all  our  woes  ; 

Here  Thy  waiting  people  see  While  Thy  Spirit's  holy  fire 

Much  of  heav'n  and  much  of  Thee.  Warms  our  hearts  with  pure  desire. 


I  Depth  of  mercy  !  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me  ? 
Can  my  God  His  wrath  forbear? 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare  ? 


SECOND    HYMN. 
I  have  long  withstood  His  grace- 
Long  provoked  him  to  His  face  ; 
Would  not  hearken  to  His  calls  ; 
Grieved  Him  by  a  thousand  falls 


Here  we  supplicate  Thy  throne  ; 
Here  Thy  pard'ning  grace  is  known 
Here  we  learn  Thy  righteous  ways, 
Taste  Thy  love,  and  sing  Thy  praise. 


Now  incline  me  to  repent ; 
Let  me  now  my  sins  lament  ; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore, 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 
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Sweet  the  Moments. 
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Words  by  James  Allen. 

Copyright,  1862,  by  Asa   Hull. 
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Music  by  Asa  Hull. 
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I.   Sweet  the   mo-ments,  rich    in  bless-ing,  Which  be-fore    the  cross     I    spend;  Life  and  health  and  peace  pos- 

D.  S.   Still    in  faith    and   hope    a- 
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sessing  From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend  ;  Love  and  grief  my  heart  di-vid-  ing,  With  my  tears  His  feet  I'll  bathe  ; 
bid-ing,  Life  de  -riv-ing  from  His  death. 
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2  O,  how  blessed  is  the  station, 

Low  before  the  cross  to  lie, 
While  I  see  divine  compassion 

Beaming  in  His  gracious  eye  ; 
Here  I'll  sit  forever,  viewing 

Mercy  streaming  in  His  blood  : 
Precious  drops  my  soul  bedewing, 

Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God. 

SECOND 
Love  divine,  all  love  excelling, 

Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down, 
Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  dwelling; 

All  Thy  faithful  mercies  crown. 
Jesus,  Thou  art  all  compassion, — 

Pure  unbounded  love  Thou  art  ; 
Visit  us  with  Thy  salvation  ; 

Enter  every  trembling  heart. 


3  Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven, 

While  upon  the  Lamb  I  gaze  ; 
Here  I  see  my  sins  forgiven, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love  and  praise 
May  I  still  enjoy  this  feeling, 

In  all  need  to  Jesus  go, 
Prove  each  day  His  blood  more  healing, 
And  Himself  more  deeply  know. 
HYMN. 

2  Breathe,  O  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit 
Into  every  troubled  breast  ; 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  inherit  ; 

Let  us  find  that  second  rest. 
Take  away  our  bent  to  sinning  ; 

Alpha  and  Omega  be  ; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 
Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 


Words  of  Promise, 
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Arranged  by  Asa  Hull. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Jeffreys. 


O  !  had  I  wings  like  ?.  dove,  I    would  fly    A  -  way  from  this  world  of  care  ;       My  soul  would  mount  to  the 

2.  O,     is  it  not  written,  Be -lieve  and  live  ?  The  heart  by  bright  hope  allured        Shall  find  the  comfort  these 

3.  There  is,  there  is  in  Thy     ho  -  ly  word — Thy  word  which  can  ne'er  depart —    There  is     a    promise  of 
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realms  on    high,   And  seek  for      a     ref  -  uge     there 

words  can  give,   And  be    by    its  faith     as  -  sured  ; 

mer  -  cy  stored  For  the  low-ly  and  meek   of     heart : 
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But     is     there  no    ha  -  ven  here    on  earth  ?  No 

Then  why  should  we  fear  the  cold  world's  frown,  When 

"My  voke      is.,    eas-y,  My  burden  is  light,  Then 
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hope  for  the  wounded  breast  ?  No  favored  spot  where  content  has  birth,  In  which  I  may  find  a      rest  ? 
truth  to  the  heart  has  given       The  light  of  religion  to  guide  us  on     In    joy  to    the  paths  of    heaven, 
come  un  -  to  Me  for  rest  ;  " — These,  these  are  the  words  of  promise  stored  For  the  wounded  and  wearied  breast. 
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Music  arranged  from  L.  Mason. 


1.  Je  -  sus,    l#v  -  er      of 

2.  Oth  -  er      ref  -  uge  have 

3.  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all 


§ifeg 


<&- 


my  soul,     Let     me    to     Thy  bo  -  som  fly, 
I  none,  Hangs  my  help-less  soul    on  Thee 
I  want,  More  than  all     in  Thee    I     find  ; 
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While  the  near-er  wa  -  ters  roll 
Leave,  O  leave  me  not  a  -  lone 
Raise  the  fall  -  en,  cheer  the  fain 
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While  the  tern  -  pest  still  is  high  ; 
Still  sup-port  and  corn-fort  me  ; 
Heal    the  sick,    and  lead    the  blind. 
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Hide  me,  O  my  Sav-iour,  hide,  Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past  ; 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed  ;  All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring  ; 
Just  and   ho  -  ly     is     Thy  name, — I    am     all      un  -  righteousness  ; 
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Safe    in  -  to     the    ha- ven  guide,  O,    receive  my  soul     at  last. 
Gov  -  er  my     de-fence-less  head  With  the  shadow    of    Thy  wing. 
False  and  full  of     sin      I  am —  Thou  art  full  of    truth  and  grace. 
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Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin  ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound  ; 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  Fountain  art — 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee  ; 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart  ; 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 


Words  by  Charles  Wesley. 
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Italian  Hymn, 
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Music  by  Giardini. 
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1.  Come,  Thou  Al-might  -  y    King,    Help  us    Thy    name     to    sing  ; 

2.  Come,  Thou  In  -  car  -  nate  Word,  Gird  on    Thy    might  -  y    sword, 

3.  Come,  Ho- ly     Com  -  fort  -  er,        Thy    sa  -  cred    wit    -    ness  bear, 
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Help  us     to  praise  ! 

Our  pray'r  at  -  tend  ; 

In    this  glad    hour  ; 

*     J       '     -4 


Fa  -  ther  all 
Come  and  Thy 
Thou  who    al  - 
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glo  -   ri  -  ous,    O'er    all     vie   -    to    -    ri  -  ous,   Come  and    reign 
peo  -  pie    bless,  And  give  Thy    word    sue  -  cess  ;  Spir  -  it         of 
might-y     art.      Now  rule     in        ev    -  'ry  heart,  And  ne'er    from 
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SECOND   HYMN.— Tune, 


Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 

What  its  signs  of  promise  are. 
Trav'ler,  o'er  yon  mountain's  height 

See  the  glory-beaming  star. 
Watchman,  does  its  beauteous  ray 

Aught  of  hope  or  joy  foretell  ? 
Trav'ler,  yes,  it  brings  the  day — 

Promised  day  of  Israel. 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night  ; 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. 
Trav'ler,  blessedness  and  light, 

Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends. 


Defence." 
Watchman,  will  its  beams,  alone, 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth  ? 
Trav'ler,  ages  are  its  own  ; 

See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth. 

3  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 
Trav'ler,  darkness  takes  its  flight  ; 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
Watchman,  let  thy  wand'ring  cease  ; 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 
Trav'ler,  lo  !   the  Prince  of  Peace, 

Lo  !  the  Son  of  God  is  come. 
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Words  by  G.  Keith. 


Portuguese  Hymn. 
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Music  by  J.  Reading. 
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1.  How  firm    a  foun  -  da-tion,  ye   saints  of  the    Lord,        Is    laid 

2.  "  Fear  not,  I   am  with  thee,  O,     be     not  dis  -  may'd  ;  For     I 

3.  "  When  thro'  the  deep  waters  I     call  thee  to    go,  The  riv 
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for  your  faith  in  His  ex  -  eel -lent  word 
am  thy  God,  I  will  still  give  thee  aid  ; 
ers  of       sor-  row  shall  not  o  -  ver-  flow  ; 

*—*—jL «-i"_  d W- 


if  I  "* 

What  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  He  hath  said,  Y\  ho 
I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to  stand,  Up  - 
For     I     will  be  with  thee  thy    troubles  to      bless,       And 
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un  -  to  the  Sav-iour  for  ref  -  uge  have  fled, 
held  by  my  righteous,  om  -  ni  -  po-tent  hand, 
sanc-ti  -  fy      to    thee  thy  deep-est  dis  -  tress, 
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Who  un  -  to  the  Sav  -  iour  for  ref  -  uge  have  fled  ?- 
Up  -  held  by  my  right  -  eous,  om  -  ni  -  po  -  tent  hand. 
And    sane  -  ti  -  fy       to     thee    thy  deep-est     dis-tress. 

+  4   ±      j  *s 


g^^Ffe^ 


"  When  thro'  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  shall  lie, 
My  grace,  all-sufficient,  shall  be  thy  supply  ; 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee  ;  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine.  :jj 

5. 
"  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  foi  repose, 
I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes  ; 
That  soul,  tho'  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake, 
I'll  never — no,  never — no.  never  forsake  !  "  :| 


Goodwin, 


Words  by  8.  F.  Smith. 
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Music  by  G.  J.  Webb 
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I.   The  morning  light  is  breaking,  The  darkness  disappears  ;  The  sons  of  earth  are  waking  To  pen  -  i  -  ten-tial  tears  ; 
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Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean  Brings  tidings  from  afar,  Of  nations  in  com-mo-tion,  Prepar'd  for  Zion's  war. 
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Rich  dews  of  grace  come  o'er  us, 

In  many  a  gentle  shower, 
And  brighter  scenes  before  us 

Are  opening  every  hour  ; 
Each  cry  to  heaven  going 

Abundant  answers  brings, 
And  heavenly  gales  are  blowing, 

With  peace  upon  their  wings. 


Stand  up  !  stand  up  for  Jesus  1 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross  ; 
Lift  high  His  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss; 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  He  shall  lead, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished, 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 


See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above  : 
Whih.  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  Gospel-call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

SECOND    HYMN. 
Stand  up  !  stand  up  for  Jesus  ! 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone  ; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you — 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own  ; 
Put  on  the  Gospel  armor, 

And,  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 


Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thy  onward  way  ; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay  : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home  ; 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  "The  Lord  is  come. 


Stand  up  !  Stand  up  for  Jesus  I 

The  strife  will  not  be  long  ; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song  ; 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be  ; 
He  with  the  King  of  Glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 


180 


Home  of  my  Soul. 


Arranged  from  Philip  Phillips. 


1.  I    will  sing    you  a     song  of  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land,   The    far      a  -  way  home  of  the  soul,  Where  no 

2.  O,  that  home  of  the   soul    in  my    vis-ions  and  dreams,  Its  bright  jas-per  walls     I  can    see,       Till  I 
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storms  ev  -  er   beat  on  the  glit  -  ter  -  ing  strand,  While  the  years  of  e-ter  -  ni  -  ty      roll,  While  the  years  of    e  - 
fan  -  cy  but  thin  -  ly  the  vail    in  -  ter  -  venes  Be  -  tween  the  fair  cit  -  y  and     me,         Be  -  tween    the  fair 
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ter  -  ni  -  ty  roll  ;   Where  no  storms  ev-er  beat  on   the  glit-tering  strand,    While  the  years  of  e-ter-ni-ty  roll, 
cit  -    y  and  me  ;    Till    I  fan  -  cy  but  thin  -  ly  the  vail  in  -  tervenes     Be  -  tween  the  fair  cit-y  and  me. 
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Adagio  e  Legato. 
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Heav'n  is  my  Home. 
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Arranged  for  this  work. 
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i.    I'm  but    a    stranger  here,  Heav'n  is     my 


*=M*=i 


home  ;    Earth  is      a    des-ert  drear,  Heav'n  is      my      home; 
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Danger  and  sor-row  stand  Round  me  on  ev-'ry  hand  ;  Heav'n  is  my  fa  -  ther-land,  Heav'n  is     my     home, 
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What  tho'  the  tempest  rage  ? 

Heav'n  is  my  home  ; 
Short  is  r^y  pilgrimage, 

Heav'n  is  my  home  ; 
Time's  cold  and  wintry  blast 
Soon  will  be  overpast  ; 
I  shall  reach  home  at  last ; 

Heav'n  is  my  home. 


3  Peace  !  O  my  troubled  soul,  4 

Heav'n  is  my  home  ; 
I  soon  shall  reach  the  goal ; 

Heav'n  is  my  home  ; 
Swiftly  the  race  I'll  run, 
Yield  up  my  crown  to  none  ; 
Forward  !  the  prize  is  won  ■ 

Heav'n  is  my  home. 

HOME    OF    MY    SOUL.— Concluded. 


There,  at  my  Saviour's  side, 
Heav'n  is  my  home  ; 

I  shall  be  glorified  ; 
Heav'n  is  my  home  : 

There  are  the  good  and  blest, 

Those  I  lov'd  most  and  best ; 

There,  too,  I  soon  shall  rest  ' 
Heav'n  is  mv  home. 


That  unchangeable  home  is  for  you  and  for  me, 

Where  Jesus  of  Nazareth  stands  ; 
The  King  of  all  kingdoms  forever  is  He, 
I :  And  He  holdeth  our  crowns  in  His  hands  ;  :|| 
The  King  of  all  kingdoms  forever  is  He, 
And  He  holdeth  our  crowns  in  His  hands. 


O,  how  sweet  it  will  be  in  that  beautiful  land, 

So  free  from  all  sorrow  and  pain  ; 
With  songs  on  our  lips,  and  with  harps  in  our  hands, 
I :  To  meet  one  another  again  ;  :|| 
With  songs  on  our  lips,  and  with  harps  in  our  hands, 

To  meet  one  another  again. 
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The  Shining  Shore 
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Music  by  G.  F.  Root. 
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i.     My  days  are  glid  -  ing    swift  -  ly    by,     And      I,        a     pil  -  grim  stran  -  ger,      Would  not  de 
2.   We'll  gird  our  loins,    my  brethren  dear,   Our  dis  -  tant  home  dis  -  cern  -  ing,       Our    ab  -  sent 
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CHORUS. 
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as     they    fly !  Those  hours     of      toil     and    dan  -  ger. 
left     us     word,    Let     ev    -    'ry     lamp    be     burn  -  ing. 
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friends  are  pass  -  ing    o  -    ver  ;     And  just    be  -  fore,    the  shin -ing  shore  We  may     al-most  dis  -  cov  -  er 
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Should  coming  days  be  cold  and  dark, 
We  need  not  cease  our  singing; 

That  perfect  rest  naught  can  molest, 

Where  golden  harps  are  ringing. — Chorus. 


4  Let  sorrow's  rudest  tempests  blow, 
Each  cord  on  earth  to  sever  ; 
Our  King  says,  Come,  and  there's  our  home, 
Forever,  O,  forever  ! — Chorus. 
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Arranged  by  Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 
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i.  The  great  Phy  -  si  -  cian  now     is    near,   The  sym-  pa  -thiz  -  ing    Je  -  sus ; 

2.  Your  ma  -  ny   sins    are    all     for-given,     O,  hear  the  voice   of      Je  -  sus ; 

3.  All    glo  -  ry    to      the     dy  -  ing  Lamb  !   I     now    be  -  lieve    in     Je  -  sus  ; 


He  speaks  the  droop  -  ing 
Go    on     your  way      in 
I    love    the      bless  -  ed 
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Sweet-est  name  on    mor  -  tal  tongue,  Sweet -est  car  -  ol 
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4  His  name  dispels  my  guilt  and  fear, 
No  other  name  but  Jesus  ; 
O,  how  my  soul  delights  to  hear 

The  precious  name  of  Jesus. — Chorus. 


1/ 1 1/ — H — 

5  And  when  to  that  bright  world  above, 
We  rise  to  see  our  Jesus, 
We'll  sing  around  the  throne  of  love 

His  name,  the  name  of  Jesus. — Chorus. 
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Watchman. 
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Arranged  by  Asa  Hull. 
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Watchman 
Pil  -  grim, 
Pil  -  grim, 


,  tell  me,  does  the  morning  Of  fair  Zi 
,  in  that  gol-den  cit  -  y  Seat-ed  on 
see  !  the  light  is  beaming  Brighter  still 


■  on's   glo  -  ry  dawn  ?  Have  the  signs  that  mark  its  coming 
His   jas  -  per  throne,  Zi-on's  King,  array'd  in   beau  -  ty, 
up  -  on     thy    way;   Signs  thro' all  the  earth  are  gleaming, 


^t± 


■t— W- 


£=_£ 


1 


ferfeg 


J     V 


I 


ffi 


-V- N- 


* fl— 


0 — 0 — L*— J m # ^~ 

•*■-#-    •§•1-9-  *  -4- 

Yet  up  -  on     my  pathway  shone  ?  Pilgrim,  yes,    a  -  rise,  look  round  thee!  Light  is  breaking  in    the     skies  : 

Reigns  in  peace  from  zone  to  zone  ;  There,  on  ver-dant  hills  and  mountains,  Where  the  golden  sunbeams  play, 

O-mens  of      the  com  -ing  day  :    When  the  last  loud  trumpet, sounding,  Shall  a-wake  from  earth  and    sea 
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Spurn  the  un-be  -  lief  that  bound  thee  :  Morning  dawns,  arise,  arise  ! 
Purling  streams  and  crystal  fountains  Sparkle  in  th'e-ter-nal  day. 
All  the  saints  of  God  now  sleeping,  Clad  in  im  -  mor  -  tal  -  i  -  ty. 
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Watchman,  lo  !  the  land  we're  nearing, 

With  its  vernal  fruits  and  flowers, 
On  just  yonder ;  O,  how  cheering 

Bloom  for  ever  Eden's  bowers  ! 
Hark  !  the  choral  strains  there  ringing, 

Wafted  on  the  balmy  air  ; 
See  the  millions  !  hear  them  singing! 

Soon  the  pilgrims  will  be  there. 


Nettleton. 
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j  Come, Thou  Fount  of  every  bless-ing,  Tune  my  heart  to    sing  Thy  grace  ; )  r 
*  (  Streams  of  mer-cy,  nev  •  er  ceas  -  ing,  Call  for   songs  of    loud-est  praise  ; ) 


[reams  or  mer-cy,  nev  -  er   ceas  -  ing 
[ere  I'll  r»ise  mine  E  -  ben  -e  -  zer,  Hith-er 
And    I    hope,  by  Thy  good  pleasure,  Safe-ly 
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feach  me  some  me  -  lo-dious 


Thy  help  I'll   come  ;)  T 
home.  )  J 


-  sus  sought  me  when  a 


son-net,  Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above  :  Praise  the  mount,  I'm  fixed  upon  it,  Mount  of  Thy  redeeming  love, 
stranger,  Wand'ring  from  the  fold  of  God  ;  He,  to  res-cue  me  from  danger,   In-ter-posed  His  precious  blood. 
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O,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 
Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be  ! 

Let  Thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter. 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee  : 
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Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it, 
Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love  ; 

Here's  my  heart — O,  take  and  seal  it, 
Seal  it  for  Thy  courts  above. 


Know,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation  ; 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care  ; 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear  : 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee  ; 

Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine 
Think  that  Jesus  died  to  win  thee  : 

Child  of  heaven,  canst  thou  repine  ? 


SECOND   HYMN. 


Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith,  and  winged  by  prayer  ; 
Heaven's  eternal  day  before  thee — 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
Soon  shall  close  thine  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days  ; 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 
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Solo  or  Duet. 


Come,  ye  Disconsolate, 


Webbe. 
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i.  Come,  ye  dis  -  con  -  so-late,       wher-e'er  ye      lan-guish  ;  Come,  at    the  mer  -  cy-seat    fer  -  vent-  ly   kneel ; 

2.  Joy     of    the  des  -  o-  late,       light  of    the     stray-ing,     Hope   of    the   pen  -  i  -  tent,  fade-less  and  pure  ; 

3.  Here  see   the  Bread  of  Life  :  see     wa-  ters    flow  -  ing      Forth  from  the  throne  of  God,  pure  from  a  -  bove  ; 
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Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  anguish,       Earth  has  no  sor-row  that  Heav'n  cannot  heal. 

Here  speaks  the  Comforter,     ten  -  der  -  ly       say  -  ing  :       Earth  has  no  sor-row  that  Heav'n  cannot  cure. 

Come    to  the  feast  of  love  ;  come,  ey  -  er     knowing  ;       Earth  has  no  sor-row  but  Heav'n  can  re  -  move. 
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Charles  Meineke. 
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Glo  -  ry     be      to     the    Fa  -  ther,       and      to     the     Son,  and    to     the 
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Words  by  Mrs.  Sarah  F.  Adams 
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Bethany. 


187 


Music  arranged  from  L.  Mason. 


i.   Near-er,    my  God,   to  Thee,  Near-er      to  Thee  ; 
2.  Tho'  like     a     wan-der  -  er,       Day-light  all    gone, 


That  rais  -  eth    me  ; 
My     rest     a     stone 


Still  all    my  song  shall  be,  Near-er,   my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er      to    Thee. 
Yet    in    my  dreams  I'd  be,  Near-er,   my  God,  to  Thee,  Near- er,   my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er      to    Thee. 
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3  There  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  up  to  heav'n  : 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  giv'n  : 
Angels  to  beckon  me  Nearer,  etc. 


4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts, 
Bright  with  Thy  praise, 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs, 
Bethel  I'll  raise  ; 

So  by  my  woes  to  be    Nearer,  etc. 

GLORIA   PATRL— Concluded. 
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5  Or,  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly, — 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be,  Nearer.etc. 
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America. 


Words  by  John  S.  Dwight. 
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SECOND 
My  country,  'tis  of  thee, 
Sweet  land  of  liberty, 

Of  thee  I  sing  ; 
Land  where  my  fathers  died, 
Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride, 
From  ev'ry  mountain  side 

Let  freedom  ring. 
My  native  country  !  thee, 
Land  of  the  noble  free, 

Thy  name  I  love  ; 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills ; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  above. 


1 tr-T 

HYMN. 

3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song  ! 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake  ; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake  ; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break  ; 

The  sound  prolong  ! 

4  Our  fathers'  God  !  to  Thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  Thee  we  sing: 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light ; 
Protect  us  by  Thy  might, 

Great  God,  our  King  ! 


THIRD    HYMN. 

1  Come,  all  ye  saints  of  God, 
Wide  through  the  earth  abroad 

Spread  Jesus'  fame  : 
Tell  what  His  love  hath  done  ; 
Trust  in  His  name  alone  ; 
Shout  to  His  lofty  throne, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  !  " 

2  Hence,  gloomy  doubts  and  fears ! 
Dry  up  your  mournful  tears  ; 

Swell  the  glad  theme  : 
To  Christ,  our  gracious  King,        j 
Strike  each  melodious  string  ; 
Join  heart  and  voice  to  sing, 

11  Worthy  the  Lamb  1  " 
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